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'PREFACE. .
—>P P

ty
APTER what was said in the Memoirs of Mrs. Carter’s
Life concerning the dislike which she expressed of the inju-
dicious publication of confidential Letters, it may perhaps
b_e deemed necessary for the Editor to give some reason for
the exception which he has thought proper to make with
respect to the following Correspondence. It was certainly
his original wish and intention that none of Mrs. Carter’s
Letters should be printed but those which are inserted in the
~ Memoirs; and he made that request accordingly to some of

her swrviving friends, who are still in possession of ber
Letters. :

But the Letters which were published in the Memoirs
were thought so excellent, that the Editor was assailed from
all quarters with the most pressing solicitations to give more
of them to the public. Every motive was urged, and every
argument that was likely to have any force. And some of
these, he well knew, would have had great weight with
Mrs. Carter herself. It was said, that in his hands, who
was not likely to publish any thing which his respected re- -
lation would have thought jmproper, the circulation of
these Letters could do no harm, and might do wmuch
good;; that to give the world an’innocent as well as en-
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gaging amusement could not be wrong; that to use every
means of counteracting the general thoughtlessness and
luke-warmness of the age with regard to religion was nos
only right, but even a positive duty. And he was repeat-
edly asked, not only by the grave, but also by the gay,
. how he could answer it to his own conscience to withhold
from the world so delightful a means of improvement, unless
he had positive directions, or had given a promise to that
effect.

Neither of these were the case: Mrs. Carter neither re-
quired a promise from him, nor gave him any directidns’
ahout her Letters, but that he would dispose of them ac-
cording as they were labelled; some to be destroyed, and
others to be returned te the writers'if living, or, in some
instances, to their representatives. This was 6f course ¢om-
plied with, but still a great number remained both from and
to her, which were left entirely to his discretion; and the
only circamstance which made the Editor determine at first
that none of them should be printed, was the general dis- -
approbation which Mrs. Carter had often expressed of the
publication of Letters without regard to judgment and
_ propriety, or the feelings of these who were mentioned in
them, if living, or to those of their relatives, if deceased,

There is reason to hope that the present selection can
give no offence in any of these respects; and the Editor is
persuaded that Mrs. Carter herself was of that opinion,
because the Correspondence between her and Miss Talbot
was found regularly arranged and bound up in volumes, with
all such names carefully erased by herself as she did not
- chuse
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chuse should appear in them; and the Lettters to Mrst
Vesey were left just as she had received them after that
fady’s decease, with the Letter from Mrs. Vesey still lying
upon them, in which she so earneftly recoufmends, and
from such powerful motives that they should be given to
the public. This Letter will be found prefixed to them.
It tnade a strong impression upon ‘the Editor’s mind, and
he is convinced that if Mrs. Carter had not chosen that he
should exercise his own judgment about these and her other

-Letters, she would either have destroyed them herself, or

have given him some directions about them, to which she
svell knew he would conscientiously attend. But even when
he mentioned to her his design of writing some account of
her life if he survived her, shc only replied by thanking him
for his kind intention, * but what,” added she, * can be
said of so obscure an individual as I am? and what do you
think the world will care about me {”

The Editor therefore, having beea prevailed on to publishk
some of her Letters, selected these in particular which now
appear ; both because they were left in the manner before

. mentioned, by Mrs. Carter herself, and because the two

ladies concerned have now been dead many years; the one
unmarried, and the other without leaving any family. They
were both also well known and much respected in the
world; and as the Letters to Mrs. Vesey begin some years
before Miss Talbot’s death, they comprise together the
whole of that part of Mrs. Carter’s life which was passed
between the years 1740 and 1788. Nothing has been

", added to any of the Letters, but a good deal has been left

out of trifling chit-chat and confidential communications.
' 7 And
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And excepting a very few. short passages, necessary for the
sake of connection, all those Letters, or extracts from
them, which were published in the Memoirs, have been
here omitted.

~ Possibly this last circumstance, which has made frequent
references to the Memoirs unavoidable, may be attended
with some inconvenience to the reader. It was occasioned
by the Editor’s anxious wish that the public shonld not be
imposed on, by finding in a new work, Letters which have
been printed before. He is sensible how frequent this
species of literary dishonesty is become, and therefore
prefers that his publication should be thought obscure
rather than fraudulent, and to give some- little trouble to.
his readers rather than render himself liable to a similar im.
putation,

It is much to be lamented that when Mrs. Carter pub-
lished those Essays of her deceased friend, Miss Talbot,
which have been so well received, she had net prefixed te
them some account of the easly life and education of the
amiable and accomplished autbor. She was then perhaps
8o well known as to make it needless, but it is not easy now
to mpp]y the deficiency. Near forty years have elapsed
since her decease, and though some of the friends of her
latter days are still living, probably no one mow remains
who remembers her in her youth.

Miss Catherine Talbot was a posthuméus child, born
five months after her father’s decease. He was second son:
%0 the Bishop of Durbam, and younger brother to the

Lord
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- Lord Chancellor of that name; and having been introduced
vo Mr. Secker (afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury):he
recommended him to his father’s patronage on his death
bed. This was the foundation of that distinguished pre~
late’s fortune, and his grateful heart never forgot the obliga~
tion. Mr. Talbot died in December 1720 ; and as soon as
Mr. Secker married, which was in 1725, he and Mrs.
Secker (Bishop Benson's sister) joined in requesting Mrs.
and Miss Talbot to become a part of their family, which

~ they never afterwards left. '

'These particulars are mentioned in the Bishop of London’s
Life of his friend and patron, Archbishop Secker; but it
was foreign to his Lordship’s purpose, if indeed he was ac~
quainted with it, to give any account of Miss Talbot’s edo-
cation. Her mother’s name was Martyn, and she was
daughter to a Prebendary of Lincoln. She appears to have
been a woman of strong understanding, very amiable manners,
and excellent religious principles; but her education, how=
ever intrinsically good as to the most important points, was
certainly not a complete one in the modern sense. She
seems to have understood no language but her own, and
her Letters prove that she did not write even that very
correctly; and there is mo reason to suppose that she
had gained any of the merely ornamental feminine acquire }
ments. '

But in every elegant as well as serious branch of educa-
tion her daughter was equally accomplished. “Sheé had not
attained the age of five years when she went to reside with
Dr. Secker; and till he was preferred to the see of Bristol

- ‘ m
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in 1734, his family chiefly lived at Durham, where hé had

- @ prebendal stall, or in Piccadilly, at his rectory of Sti
Jamen’s,

. JIn all these situations there were abundant opportunities
for the cultivation of Miss Talbat’s admirable understanding,
ag well as for the acquirement of those graceful arts which
add so high a polish to virtue, but which, where the mind
is neglected, 80 often lead to vice. Her progress in all
seems to have been equally rapid, .and her knowledge in all
that she attempted equally complete. She learnt music both
vocal and iustrumental; but after her early youth, did not
chuse- to give up so much time to those delightful amuse. .
ments as is necessary to make any very considerable proficie
ency in them. She performed, hawever, in private con«
certs occasionally, but never pretended to-much skill in the
science, nor seemed to be very fond of any but sacred music,
in which she took great pleasure. She excelled much more in
drawing, and painting in water colours, ip which she shewed
the taste and the execution of an artist, especially in land-
scapes, and in painting flowers from nature. In this study
she took particular delight; and some of her performances
of this kind, which she gave to Mrs. Carter, and which are
now in the Editor’s possession, have been greatly admired
by the best judges,

Whoever reads Miss Talbat’s Eetters will not need to be
told with. hew much care her religious edycation was at-
tended to. This first and most important of a]l sciences.
seems, from her earliest youth to the day of her death,
to Lave been the dearest object of her gonstant study, hen

most
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most unremitted application, and her Highest pleasure.
Later in life certainly her continual ill health, and the duty
which she owed to the society in which her situation in the
world placed her, prevented her from devoting so much
time to mental improvement as she wished to do; and this
circumstance she bitterly and often (perhaps it may be
thought too often) laments in her Letters to her friend.
Yet surely some excuse may be made for the amiable
egotist, when it is considered that she was writing to her
deavest friend, to whom every circumstance was considered
as important that related either to her health or to the culti-
vation of her faculties. She wrote not to gain credit or ap-~
plause, but merely what she felt; and when she feared that
she had not made a proper use of her opportunities or’ en-
dowments, she naturally unburdened the fulness of her heart
to one whose affection she was well assured would pity,
console, and reconcile her to herself. If it be-said-thag
some Letters of this kind might have ‘been omitted, the
Editor would have done so, had there been any reason to
fear the spreading or encouragement of enthusiasm in these
days; but when, on the contrary, coldness, lukewarmness,
and the most chilling indifference, seem rather to be the
characteristics of the age, he thinks the strongest antidotes
ought to be used against the spreading of this dangerous
poison, and every exertion applied to rouse the stagnant
principles of religion agaiust this fatal apathy,

Yet, however great the attention which was paid to form
Miss Talbot’s mind to religion, it was not such as to ex-
clude the sciences, or those languageé which are generally a
part of female education. She learnt astronomy and geo-
"raphy, and probably understaod them both well, as she

scems
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seettis to have taken much pleasure in them. She was 4
mistress of French and Italian, and had some knowledge of
Latin; and late in life she taught herself German, with &
view at first of merely reading the “ Death of Abel” in the
original.

_An education such as this, which was at that time so un+
common, added to great natural talents and much sweet-
ness of temper, set off by her descent from the ancient and
noble family of which her father was a branch, and brought
into view by her residence in the house of an eminent and
rising prelate, soon made her known and much talked of in
the world. Hence, even in Kent, when she was not more
than twenty years of age, she was spoken of by the appella.
tion of ¢ the celebrated Miss Talbot;” and it was the fame
of her virtues and of her superior understanding that made
Mirs. Carter so earnestly desirous of being intrdduced ta
her. Their acquaintance soon ripened into friendship, and .
produced the Correspondence which forms the principal part
of these volumes. From that time the Letters themselves
will give a sufficient account of her; as they are continued
to her death; and some are inserted here, and in Mrs,
Carter’s Memoirs, which give the particulars of that la-
mented and affecting event. In the Memoirs also are de
tailed the circumstances which induced Mrs. Carter to pub-
lish the little volume of her.friend’s Essays and Poems *,
which has gone through several editions; together with some
farther account of Mrs. Talbot, who survived her daughter
many years, and died of a paralytic attack in the ninety.
third year of her age.
® These were probsbly part of the contents of the « green-book,” men
ioned in the Letters.
' What
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What occasioned Miss Talbot to lead a single life cannot.
now be known: it does not appear that she had any lover
after her acquaintance with Mrs. Carter commenced, when
she was in her- 21st year; butin ode of her Letters she
alludes to some prior event of that nature, which se¢ms to
have been attended with some uneasiness to her. Possibly
her continual ill health might make her determine early in
life not to marry; for there are passages mm her Letters,
which imply that she had formed such a resolution.

It may, however, add to the interest which it is to be
hoped the reader will take in so excellent a character, to be
informed, that as her celibacy was certainly not owing to
any want of the most engaging accomplishments, soneither
was it caused by any deficiency of personal attractions.
There is reason on the contrary to believe that her person
was at least very agreeable, and that in her youth she had
been the object of much admiration.

The Editor is in possession of some lines on this subject
which he will subjoin, as he presumes they have not been
published before, They are in Mrs. Carter’s hand-writing,
but none of them could have been compesed by her, as
they were written before their acquaintance cbmmenced,
unless the two stanzas were her’s which follow the first
verses; and that is not improbable, as they are written i
different colored ink, and are not unlike Mrs. Carter’s style.

»
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®N MISS TALBOTS CONVERSING WITH A LAWYER
AT BATH.

From weight of sordid venal cares
The weary pleader flies,

From Inns of court to balls repairs,
To fall by radiant eyes.

Wheree'er he goes a Talbot’s found
In brightest lustre plac’d,

For wisdom on the bench renown'd ¥,
And here with beauty grac'd.

Nor boasts she only shape and air,
The arts her mind adorn,
* 'The charms of this accomplished fai¢
A single triumph scorn.

Pleader, behold thy laws are vain
In liberty’s defence,

For none can fly the double chain
Of beauty and of sense,

o
. -,
[ T

$ Her Uncle, Lord Talbot, then Lord Chancellogg,

.
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OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING,

N. B. PERHAPS WRITTEN BY MRS, CARTER.

Vain all the Muse’s boasted art
To paint a Talbot’s angel form;
The bright original transcends
The force of ev'ry fancied charm.

Vain all attempts to fhew her mind,
Description makes the wonder less;
The ever varying beauties there,
Her own soft language must express.

eN THE BISHOP OF BRISTOL's * ADVISING MIss
TALBOT NOT TO MIND WHAT THE MEN SAID TO HEX.

Why will you strive to make the fair .
Se blind to ev'ry charm,

Alone unknowing of their pow’r
Which ev'ry bosom warm?

# This circumstance marks the date when these lines were written ; for
Dr. Secker was made Biskiop of Bristol in Dec. 1734, and trauslated from
thence to Oxford in-May 1787 ; so that Miss Talbot could not have baen
at that time uader thirteen ycm-of age, nor more than sixteen.

No,
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No, Secker, no, in reason’s spight
Thy arts must not prevail ;

Here overcome, and only here,
Thy eloquence must fail.

Or Mrs. Vesey, the Lady to whom the remaining Letters
in the third and fourth volumes are addressed, little need
be said. She was so well known in the world, and so
many of her friends are still living, as to render it super-
fluous to enter into any detail of her life. She was second
daughter to Sir Thomas Vesey, Bart. Archbishop.of Tuam ;
and was married, first to William Handcock, Esq. and secondly
to Agmondesham Vesey, of Lucan near Dublin, Esq. for
many years a member of the Irish House of Commons,
and Comptroller and Accountant General for Ireland.
She left no children by either of her husbands, both of
whom she survived. Mr. Vesey was a near relation of her
father; but though they lived together atleast ina very
friendly manner, he did not leave her in ‘such easy circum- °
stances, as her time of life, and her rank in society required,
and his own fortune allowed. But Mr. Vesey’s nephew
and heir, of the same name, in a most liberal and handsome
manner did what his uncle should have done, and by his
assistance and that of her friend Mrs. Handcock, Mrs.
" Vesey was enabled to spend the short remainder of her
days, among her friends, in her house in Clarges Street.

The manner in which Mis. Vesey passed her time in
London, is more knewn than that of almost any person of

equal
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equal rank, from the appellation which the eompany that
assembled at her house acquired of the Bas bleu. Some
of the most eminent persons who met there have been
characterized, and the origin of the term itself explained
by the elegant pen of Mrs. Hannah More, in her beautiful
little poem called « The Bas bleu.” Sir William Forbes
also in his life of Dr. Beattie, and the Editor in his
Memoirs of Mrs. Carter, have given some account of the
plan of this society, (if it may ‘be called a plan) though
they think rather differently as to the circumstance which
gave it its general denomination.

Mrs. Vesey was avery good and amiable woman, with an
excellentunderstanding, and a considerable share of knowledge.
Her imagination was peculiarly vivid and brilliant ; and so
completely lightened from the weight of matter seemed her’
ideas, and so stherial her sentiments, that Mrs. Montagn
and Mrs. Carter (and perhaps also her other intimate friends)
generally spoke of her under the appellation of the Sylph,
It will be seen by Mrs. Carter’s Letters to her, that she
had unhappily imbibed some doubts coneerning revealed
religion ; but as, like her friend Lord Lyttelton’s, they arose’
from no vanity, or self-conceit: as she proposed them with
a mind open to conviction, and ready to embrace the truth
as soon as it was perceived, there is sufficient reason
believe that the proofs of it when placed in their proper
light, produced the same effect upon her understanding, as
they had done upon that of the distinguished nobleman
above-mentioned. Indeed this seems a fact which can
hardly admit a doubt, when the Letter to Mrs. Carter,
gpxeﬁxed to her Letters in the third volume,) which was not
" delivered
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delivered till after her death, is comsidered. In that she
attributes her hope of future bliss to the light which Mrs.
Carter had thrown upon that sublime and awful subject—-
Happy! who found so wise, so pious, so kind a friend, to.
resolve such important doubts--and thrice happy’that friend
to whom was allptted the noble and. even divine office of
turning a fellow creature from ervor, and perhaps of saving

a soul from death.

B £ will be 'seen in the Letters, that Mrs. Vesey had al
ways a dread on her mind of outliving her faculties; and
this melancholy event actually took place. It was alleviated
to her by the care of Mrs; Handcock, a relation of her
first husband who always resided with her, and by the con~
stant attention of some of her'friends, of whom Mrs. Carter
was one. She never omitted visiting her every day while
she was in town, though the unfortunate lady shewed no
consciousness of her presence, nor. ever afterwards regained
any portion of understanding. . Irom this sad state she was
relieved by the friendly hand of death, unless the Editor is
misinformed, in the year 1791, after having remained in it
for about, ot near, two years. Tor after the powers of her
mind began to fail, her fancy was still alive for some months
to those jnanimate objects which had used to give her de-
light, even when she had ceased to notice her friends. She
was about seventy-five years of age at the time of her de-
cease.

There is another person whe scems from their Corres~
pondence to have attracted a considerable share of Miss
‘Talbot’s and Mrs. Carter’s attention; but whese history ap~

pears.
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pears so mysterious as well as interesting, that the editor
thinks it necessary to' give some farther account of him.
His name was Joseph Emin, an Armenian Christian, but
born in Persia in the year 1726. In 1751 he worked his
passage from Calcutta, where his father was a merchant, to
London, in the Walpole East Indiaman. He arrived there
without either friends or money, and was for some years a
servant, a labourer, and a porter; but omitted no oppor-
tunity of acquiring knowledge. An accident introduced him
first to Mr. Burke, and then to the late Duke of Northum-

‘berland who enquired into his history and views, and be-

came his patron. By his Grace he was recommended to
William Duke of Cumberland, by whom he was first sent to
Woolwich for the purpose of a military education at
his expence, and with whom he afterwards served as a
volunteer in the campaign of 1757. He then in the follow-
ing year accompanied the Duke of Marlborough in the
same capacity in the attack on St. Malo; and distinguished
himself in both services. In the year after he joined the
King of Prussia’s army for a short time, and then Prince
Ferdinand’s, but had no opportunity of seeing service in
either.

By this time, however, Emin had gained what he so
mueh wished, a considerable knowledge of the European
art of war; ard he was enabled to put in execution the plan
for which alone he appears to have wished to come to
England. This was the attempt to deliver his country,
Armenia, from the Turkish yoke. For this purpose he
went to Aleppo, and from thence penetrated into Armenia,
where the intent of his coming iyas soon discovered; but

VOL. 1. 3 : finding
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finding himself in want of money, he returned once mote te
England. Here hie wasagain assisted by the Duke of Nor-
thumberland, Mrs. Montagu, Miss Talbot, and several othet
persons of rank and fashion, both with money and letters,
and departed from England for the last time in Oct. 1761.
He now went through Russia into Georgia, then governed
by Prince Heraclius, whom he endeavoured to persuade to
assist him in his arduous undertaking. But Heraclius was
. not only jealous of him, but was in reality hardly able to
maintain himself in the possession of his own dominions;
and Emin, after having been first his favourite, and then
impiisoned by him, was at length ordered to quit Georgia.

" In these half civilized countries which are surrounded by
the great and rival empires of Russia, Turkey, and Persia,
Emin remained with various success, but with a character
always unblemifhed, for about eight years; and then losing
all hopes for the present of freeing his unhappy country,
he went through Persia to Calcutta, where his father was
living. Here Mr. Cartier, then Governor General, gave
him an ensign’s commission, and he served several cam-

paigns in India.

After this, having no prospect of advancement in India,
" he returned into Persia in hopes of making another struggle
in Armenia, but finding those expectations baffled by the
envy or hatred of the Patriarch of Armenia, he married
and settled at Ispahan during the reign of Carim Khan, and
the succecding usurpation of Aly Murad. After living
there for some years, the troubles of that unhappy country

seem to have determined him to go back to Calcutta, which
’ ) - he

N
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he reached just before Mr. Hastings returned to England.
On Lord Cornwallis’s arrival in India, he allowed Einin,
who was then upwards of 60 years of age, to remain at
Calcutta with the rank, pay, batta, and house-rent of an
ensign. This was through the interest of Col. Pearse, who
had known him in the academy at Woolwich. '

It may, perliaps, be thought that the editor has been too
prolix in this account of a character so little known. Should:
this be case, he can only apologize for it by saying that he
was so much interested by the manuer in which Miss Talbbt.
mentions him, that he took no small pains to gain some
knowledg‘e of his history. For this purpose he took the
Iiberty of applying to his Grace the Duke of Northumber-
land, who, with his usual condescension, had the goodness
to communicate all that he remembered.to have heard con-
cerning him froni his father the: late Duke. His Grace in-

- deed supposes him to have been the son of the celebrated

Shah Thomas, more generally known by the name of Kouli
Khan; .bl‘lt this could not have been the case, if Emin’s own
narrative be true. For this narrative, printed in London
in one octavo volume, in 1792, the editor is obliged to Mr.
Moantagu of Portman Square, to whom also he had applied-
for information. It is probably very little known. The

» style of it is harsh and dry, half oriental and half Tuglish,

very obscure and unsatisfactory, but bearing evident marks
of truth and genuineness. The author affects to throw a

* veil of mystery over his ancestry, but it is easy to discover

that he thinks himself, or wishes to be thought, a descendang
from the former sovereigns of Armenia.

ag . His
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His character bears a strong resemblance to the ancient
Christian knights of romance. Virtuous, pious, and enthu-
siastic ; to raise the cross, and depress the crescent, seems
to have been his chief aim. Active, brave, and hardy: he
formed a good and noble purpose, and pursued it with un-

remitted ardour. A lascar sailor, a London porter, a volun-

teer on the continent of Europe, or a welcome guest at the
greatest tables in England, he never lost sight of his first
design. To that, every acquirement of art and fortune,
every gift of nature, was subservient; and his hopes still
remained, till, chilled by age and overcome by disappoint-
ment, he resigned them into' the hand of Providence, and

patiently submitted to his will. He was still living a pen-

sioner upon the Bengal establishment in November 1807 *,

Tais preface has been drawn into much greater length
than the editor intended: he will only add, therefore, that

* After the first edition of these Letters was published, the editor met
with an interesting account of Emin in Lord Teignmouth’s life of Sir
William Jones. His Lordship comsiders his character and adventures in
exactly the same point of view in which they have been mentioned, and
adds that, « Sir William Jones condescended to revise his (Emin’s) account
of his eventful life, so far only as to correct orthograpbhical errors, but with-
out any amendment of the style.” Sir William himself says of him, in a
Letter to Sir J, Macpherson from Bengal, May 6, 1786, “ I havae already
thanked you for your kind attentions to Emin, and I beg to repeat them.
Many in England will be equally thankful. He is a fine fellow; and if
active service should be required, he would seek nothing so much, as to be
placed in the most perilous edge of the battle.”-

See Life of Sir William Jones, 4to, edition, P. 277. to 280.
9 as
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as the reasons which he has assigned in it for this publicatien
are satisfactory to his own conscience, he indulges also the
hope that they will appear in the same light to the world.
Should he be mistaken in this, he has at least the consola-
tion of thinking that these Letters can do no harm. No
family will be made uneasy by their contents ; no antiquated
scandal will here be found revived; no ‘frailties of the last
generation *“ drawn from their dread abode.” But if the -
purest morality recommended on the best principles; if the
vital spirit of Christian piety, breathed in language always
persuasive, and often elegant, can éngage the public at-
tention; then may it be hoped, unless the Editor’s partiality -
misleads him, that these Letters will not have been written
in'vain. They will at any rate serve as an additional proof
of a truth, of which happily there are many living exam-
ples, that cheerfulness and gaiety are mot inconsistent with
the strictest virtue, nor the most exemplary piety, with the
manners and society of high life.
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' SERIES OF LETTERS
. ‘. .’nfwmm
MRS. ELIZABETH CARTER .

MISS CATHERINE TALBOT.

‘Mz. WRIGHT* 1o Mrs. CARTER.

Jaﬂ. 14, 17410
DEAR MADAM, ‘ '

M1SS TALBOT is as desirous of see-
ing you, and as impatient as you can possibly be
of seeing her; but when I shall be able to procure
your interview, the Lord knows! for Miss Harvey

is

* Thomas Wright was an astronomer and antiquary, well
known at that time. In his former capacity he published the
“ Physical and Mathematical Elements of Astronomy,” and
afterwards in 1750, a ¢ Theory of the Universe,” in quarto;
a wild, fanciful, but ingenious performance. In 1748, he
published, also in quarto, * Louthiana,” views and descrip-

VOL. I, B tions
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is almost dying for a sight of her, i.e. in company,
but could never yet attain it. I have given your
service to ber, and she begs her’s may be returned.
I shall hope to sec you soon. Next week I shall
. be settled in my lodgings, and shall have some-
thing to entertain you with, &c. &c. &c.

Mgzs. CARTER 10 Me. WRIGHT.

Jan. 28, 1741,

I po not know whether you ought to con-
gratulate me upon my good success last Sunday,
for what have I gained by it? only a new addition
to my impatience, which really was very strong
before, hut is now out of all bounds of modera-
tion. Miss Talbot is absolutely my passion; I
think of her all day, dream of her all night, and
one way or other introduce her into every subject

tions of the principal antiquities in the county of Louth in
Ireland. He had long been a friend both of Miss Talbot and
Mrs. Carter, and anxiously desired that they should Be known-
to each other. These Letters thercfore are printed as introduce
tory to their Correspondence.

2 I talk
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I talk of. You say she has a quarrel against my
fan sticks; give me the pleasure, if you can, of
knowing she had no objection to the paper. You
will see her to-morrow (a happiness I envy you
much more than all your possessions in the skies.)
Pray make her a thousand compliments and apolo=
gies for my haunting her in the manner I have
done, and still intend to do, though I am afraid
she will think me as troublesome as an evil genius,
a species of beings she never could be acquainted

with before,

Is there no possibility of my conversing with Miss
Talbot except in dumb show through my fan sticks?
Is she absolutely inaccessible? I cannot long’sup-
port this playing Pyramus and Thisbe. Must I
never hope for a nearer view till I'meet her glitter-
ing among the stars in a future state of being?

I could dwell on this subject for ever, but must
descend from the stars and Miss Talbot, wretch as
you are, to you, and in the language of mere
mortals acquaint you that I left my name at your
door this evening. If your ¢onjurorship’s worship
is not engaged to-morrow in the afternoon, Mrs.
Rooke™* bids me tell you, she desires your com=~

® The Hon. Mrs. Rooke was sister to John first Viscount
Dudley and Ward, and widow of George Rooke, Esq. son to
Admiral Sir George Rooke, It was at her hoyse, St. Laurence,
near Canterbury, that Miss Talbot and Mrs. Carter first met.

B2 “pany
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pany to hold a consultation upon the screen, and
hopes you will bring half the starsin the firmament
along with you to fix- upon it, not forgetting the
sun, moon} and other planets.- As this affair is of
the utmost consequence; Mrs. Rooke would not
trust it to the Special-General post, but has sent
an express to take your answer.

Mgs. CARTER.To Miss TALBOT.

Deal, August 16, 1741,
MADAM,. )

As T heard Mr. Wright mention his de-
sign of writing to you, I-could not resist the temp-
tation of taking that opportunity to torment you
with a melancholy proof how much you are the
subject of my thoughts. -

I am afraid this Letter has begun under the influ-
ence of some very dull planet, for it has cost me
at-feast half an hour's laborious study to compose
‘the Introduction. 1 believe too one'cause of the
Jdifficulty may be, that I have almost forgot iy
alphabet, and if I keep sinking on from one abyss
of ignorance to another, with-a velocity proportion-
able to what I have lately done, I must soon turn
' P back

-~
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back again to the first - foundation of all human
learmng, a horn-book.

I believe you will the sooner pardon the present
trouble I give you, when you know that if I do
not satisfy my present inclination in wrltmg, it is
very probable I may haunt you, for T have drawn
Mr. Wright into the scheme of a romantic voyage
to the Goodwin sands, where it is one to a hundred
I may be drowned, and you will readily compound
for the impertinence of a Letter, rather than run
the hazard of being surprized by a posthumous
visit. However, if this should happen to be the
case, I promise to accost you in the most agreeable
manner possible, in the dress and attitude of Mrs.
Rowe’s etherial beings, or, (what would make me
appear to still greater advantage) like oné of your
own beautiful ideas put into form. -

I could sooth my imagination into the most
pleasing dream possible with this delusion, and after
all I am not sure whether the whole expedition .
may prove any thing else, for a lady who has
tried all arguments in vain to divert me from the
undertaking, has I am afraid practised her wicked
arts with better success upon the philosopher, for I
think he seems a little staggered; and though to
comfort him under the apprehensions of sinking, T

have given the most poetical description of sub-
marine



6

marine palaces, coral groves, and the conversation
of sea nymphs, he seems to retain a very promi-
nent affection for terra firma. We have all made
our epitaphs, which are really very curious pieces,
and will tend much to the edification of the public,
In all elements, and in all states, I am, &c.

-

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgrs. CARTER.:
Cuddesden, Sept, 15, 1741,

Ir it cost even Miss Carter herself half
an hour’s study to frame the Introduction to one
who she might be sure would receive any thing of
her writing with a great deal of pleasure, I will
give her leave to imagine that I have been racking
my brains for an answer ever since I received it,
and then I need make no further excuse for not ac-
knowledging the favor sooner. This really ought
to have been the case, and would sound much
better than to tell you that I have been engaged at
a horse race, or in working a short apron; employ-
" ments so idle that I am afraid if your expedition to
the Goodwin sands had led you to those coral
groves you talk of, you would scarce have thought

the
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the person who could be pleastd with them, werthy
your leaving the sea nymphs to come and pay her
a visit.

I am sorry to hear you are forgetting your al-
phabet, and it was something cruel to accompany
this bad news with a proof what agrecable use you
could make of it, that I might know how to regret
it the more. It is certain however, that as you
have already made more and better use of it, than
most people do in a whole lifetime, you have ac-
quired the privilege to lay it aside whenever you
please. Do not think though that this way of rea-
soning will hold in every thing; the pleasure your
acquaintance gave me last winter, was more than my
utmost vanity could expect, but this is so far from
satisfying me, that I am only more desirous of having
it repeated this year, and begin to wish that Kent
may not afford you even your favourite amusement
of push pin, but force you from mere dullness to
return to London, where indeed I greatly want
your interest to make up -a quarrel which a whole
Summer’s idleness will give Mr. Wright too ‘great
handle for. To my shame be it spoken, his Letter toe
i8 still unanswered, and may probably remain so a
good while longer, which in this case I must own
to-be the height of ingratitude, since it is that poor
unanswered Letter of his;, which procured me the

pleasure of hearing from you, and the opportunity
’ : ‘ Iso
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T s0 gladly lay-hold of subscribmg myself dear
‘Miss Carter, &c.

Mzs. CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT. .
Deal, Nov. 5, 1741.

_ InsteAD of making any apology, Madam,
for not sooner acknowledging the favor of your
‘Letter, I may with great justice boast of thatomis-
sion, as a real merit, and a singular instance of
mortification and self-denial, but I do not design
to enter into-a panegyric of my own fortitude, as I
think that rather incumbent upon you, as it has se
long reprieved you from the troub]e of a very insig-
nificant Epistle.

- Your wishes have succeeded but too well, for a
constant run of success has made me take an utter
distaste to push pin. I need not tell you after this,
that I have one after another quarrelled with all
my playthings. My ball and battledores are quite
thrown aside, and even my favourite toy a pen has
so0 lang lain undisturbed, that it now becomes a
novelty to me; and may perbaps divert me for a
week, which I dare say you are very sorry to hean,
and heamly petmon the stars that I may not em-

ploy
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ploy it all that time in tormenting you. . But really,
Madam, however agreeable this might be to my
own inhuman inclinations, you would be under no
dread could you guess how extremely I must be
puzzled for a subject in these regions of obscurity
‘and uninterrupted dullness; a place where nothing
remarkable ever happened since the landing of
Julius Casar, and all that passes ten miles distant,
is as absolutely unknown as if it fell out in the
country of Prester John; and to sum up all in one
word, a place where the name of Miss Talbot is a
stranger, and her character would be looked upon
as a fiction. On voit par la, Mademoiselle que la
Renommée (méme la votre) a ses bornes, et quil y
a au monde des cceurs et des esprits qui ne recon-
noissent pas votre pouvoir. People here are not
in the least danger of losing their wits about you,
but proceed as quietly and as regularly in their
affairs as if there was no such person in being.
Nobody has been observed to lose their way, run
against a door, or sit silent and staring in a room
full of company in thinking upon you, except my
solitary self, who (as you may perceive in the de-
scription) have the advantage of looking half mad
when I do not see you, and (as yoa know by many
ocular proofs) extremely silly when I do.

It was quite unpecessary for you to make an apo-
Jogy for your employments, to a person who can-

N not
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not boast of any thing half so useful; however I
eannot help thinking myself mistress of some reso-
lution in observing the advice of my physician, and
riding out between four and five every morning,
and thus I have very idly passed the whole summer
in the care of my health, and the utter neglect of
my intellects. The season now confines my exer-
cise to a solitary moonlight walk along the sea
shore, which is at present a favourite entertainment
with me, as it helps to indulge the melancholy turn -
of my thoughts by a view of that element which
has separated me for ever, from a brother extremely
dear to me*.

I believe you will have ne objection to my return-
“ing as soon as possible to these silent amusements;
but will be very rejoiced to find that I am going to
subscribe myself, dear Miss Talbot, &c.

Miss TALBOT 710 Mgrs. CARTER.
Jan. 7th, 1742,

As of all things in the world I hate .in-
gratitude, I do not know how to part with the old

* A brother who died upon foreign service, a lieutenant in
the Royal Navy,

. year )
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year, without making my acknowledgements to it
for introducing me to Miss Carter’s acquaintance,
and think it no ill contrivance by addressing these
thanks to her to engage her good-nature to continue
to me a pleasure I am so sensible of.

I.have not the gift of saying fine things, therefore
shall not pretend to answer all those with which
your politeness would flatter me, or perhaps by an
agreeable irony would rally my vanity. The most
I pretend to is common sense enough not to be de-
ceived by them into a false notion of myself, and
charity enough to believe you meant them kindly,
in token of which charity I sent you many com-
pliments by Mr. Wright, but if I had not been
impertinent enough to make him open his Letter
again, I believe you would never have had them.
I had the pleasure of spending part of November
and December in the same family wijth him, and
often enquired about the time he passed in Kent,
which he talked of -as one that was equal to all I
could imagine of it. Poor man, the time he spent
at Windsor was the latter part of it embittered by
a loss which he seemed touched by very deeply,
and his melancholy air made me reflect on your
moonlight walks. 'To you, however, who can look
beyond the stars for a support under every afflic-
tion, too much indulgence of these sad and sooth-
ing meditations should not be allowed, and I should

rather
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ratlier ‘'recommend all sorts of idleness to you,
As this town is the properest place in the world to
follow such a prescription in, I shall be a little im-
patient to hear of your arrival init. I am afraid
this is being very ill-natured to a family I have a
great respect for, but except that article of your
spending a whole Winter in the country, I very sin-
cerely wish beth them and you all the happiness the
new year can bring with jt, and hope the ather too
interested wish may be excused.

. Mas. CARTER To Miss TALBOT.

Deal, Jan. 25, 1742..

Ir you, Madam, could think it necessary
to make any acknowledgmént to the past year fora
trifie hardly deserving your remembrance till the
present, how much higher ought my gratitude to
rise, who am indebted to it for a pleasure which
will constantly supply me with the most agreeable
reflections I am capable of, while I have either sense
or memory left.

Benedetto sia il giorno, €'l mese, ¢’l anno
E la stagione, €1 tempo, ¢’} hora, €'l punto,

And
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"And St. James’s church, and Mr. Wright, and the
particles yes and 7o, and every other circumstance,
and every other person that contributed to make me
happy in the sight and conversation of Miss Talbot.
If I had Petrarch’s genius I would not have bor-
rowed his Italian on this anniversary of January
o5th, 1741. I have the greater reason for the
pleasure I find in the return of a day that introduced
me to your acquaintance, as that was attended with
a circumstance I have not often found in the attain-
ment of any other wish, that it was cqual, not to say
superior, to the most flattering expectations I had
formed of it, and )

How can you be so cruel as to cramp my genius
for saying what you call fine things? A term I
must absolutely quarrel with you, unless you un-
derstand by it the real and unaffected expressions
of my thoughts, and to these you may apply what-
ever name you like best. If your Letter had not
laid me under some sort of restriction, I should
certainly have displayed my eloquence for this half
hour in talking of you, which would in some mea-
sure alleviate the mortification I feel in not being
able to talk with you.

Nothing could more obligingly flatter my vanity
than your enquiries about my coming to London,
but I must follow your prescription in another place,
for I am going in a few days to Dr. Lynch’s at Can-

: terbury,




14

terbury, where I shall have all the opportunities i
the world for it, as- I generally lead a very- agreeable
. idle sort of a life when I am there. But as much
pleasure as I always find in a place and a set of
company I am very fond of, the indolence of my -
temper meets no small difficulty in the thoughts of
getting there, and a journey of only sixteen miles.
seems to me as formidable as if it wasa voyage to
Grand Cairo.

I find myself growing extremely stupid, so think
it the most prudent method to conclude, when I
have assured you, that if my wishes have any effi-
cacy, you will not want for any happiness either this
or any other of the years that compose the longest
life can possibly afford; and one of the most agree-
able wishes I can form for myself is, that I may still
have the pleasure of subscribing myself, &c.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgrs. CARTER.
Piccadilly, June 1, 1742,

In a time when my health and spirits
were too weak to receive much pleasure from any
thing, I received a most obliging Letter from dear .
Miss Carter, that really gave me a great deal ; but

unequal
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unequal as I am at the very best to such a- Corres-
pondence, imagine how unfit I am to renew it after

~a long illness that has exhausted all the little viva-

city I ever had, and léft me a mere trifler of the
dullest kind. So slight a thing is gratitude in the
present age, that these considerations were quite
sufficient to hinder me from acknowledging the
favour of your last Letter, till self-interest comes
in the way, and puts me in mind that unless I desire
you will direct your next to Cuddesden, I may miss
the pleasure of receiving it. It is now little more
than a week we have to stay in this unjoyous town:
a place surely of as much gaiety, and as little
cheerfulness as one can imagine. Its neighbour-
hood is enriched since you was here, with a build-
ing which I am told exceeds in taste and magnifi-
cence every one in Europe: to untravelled eyes like
mine ’tis to be sure an amazing fine thing, and quite
worth your coming to see it next year, by which
time they may possibly have found all that it waiits
to make it complete; some use’for it answerable to,
the fineness and stateliness of the structure, for to

- be sure it is quite vexatious at present to see all the

pomp and splendour of a Roman amphitheatre,
devoted to no better use than a twelvepenny enter-
tainment of cold ham and chicken®.

¢ Probably Ranelagh is the place meant, which was finished
in 1740.

Certaiply
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Certainly this multiplying of amusemients, ¢at
culated by an appearance of cheapness to draw the
lower kind of people into a frequent expence, and
a constant disstpation of mind; must in the end
prove of ruinous consequences. After all there is
no fear that people will not take care te divert them-
selves quite enough, and, as Mr. Locke says of
children, be more pleased ard in better humour
when they are left to invent their own diversions,
than they can be with the richest playthings that are
provided for them at am extravagant expence.

I want much to know whether you have yet con-
descended to read Joseph Andrews, as I am wel}
assured the character of Mr. Adams is drawn from
one in real life: if the book strikes you as it: did
me, you will certainly come up to town next winter,

_that you and I may join in contriving some means
of getting acquainted with him. I have known you
throw away your contrivance upon people not half
as well worth it; but T will héa.rtily joifi i all Pes
trarch’s benedictions of the year, the day; the place
of error and partiality themselves, since it is to
them I owe every opportumty of Subscrlbmg mys«
self, &c.

- ) ) . MRS.
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-Mrs. CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT.
Dea{, Aug. 4, 1742;.

- L owe you a thousand thanks; my dear

Miss Talbot, for a Letter that gave me inexptessible
pleasure by a ‘confirmation of yout ‘perfect’ feeo-
.very. I had some time before the happiné'ss{bf
hearing you was out of danger, but I really stood
in need of a testimony under your own hand, after
I had so fully prepossessed myself with a notion
that you could not be designed to continue long in
a world which affords so little capable of enter-
taining a ‘mind like youx"b I" had considered you
as a stella nova, who was only to pay a transient
visit just to raise our admiration and delight, and
then to vanish to be the ornament of some happier
system, and- shine in more’unclouded skies; but-
these I now hope were ¢nly the ielncholy appre,
hensions with which people are so apt to térrify-
their imaginations on every appearance of danger
in which they feel tliemselves strongly €oncerned,
and miy fears are at present tolerably well dissipated

- by your recovery.

1 do not know whether I should compliment you
on an occasion which must give so much joy toa’
great ‘part of the world -besides, as its probable- -

“'VOL. I. C. * yoy
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you might be extremely willing to resign that supe-
rior figure you make among mortals for a more
equal rank in a society of amgels; but you must
give me leave to congratulate all who have the bap-
piness to know you, among whom none can feel a
more sincere and affecting delight than myself, or
wish with a greater earnestness that Providence

“may extend to the greatest possible length a life 50,
sruly valuable.

Nothing could be a more seasonable revival to,
my spirits than your Letter, for at the time I re-
ceived it, I was sadly depressed at parting from
Miss —, with wham I had spent four or five,
delightful months at ———, a place I never yet
could quit with any tolerable degree of resignation..
It will be perfect charity in you, my dear Miss
Talbot, to furnish me with some salutary philaso-
phical remedies in. this exigence, for my own _little,
stock is quite exhausted.. . Peyt &tre, quil n'y 4 pas.
d'autre moyen de se tranquilliser qu'en se conten-.
tant d’une bienveillance generale, et degagant le
ceeur autant qu'il se peut des attachemens particu-.
liers. Clest ce qui oteroit infailliblement la. moitié;
des douleurs de la vie; mais le malheur est qu'en
méme tems on se priveroit de ses plus vifs et plus
dpux plaisirs, et jaimerois mieux étre quelquesfois

. -agsez miserable que de me trouver avec cette fade-
: et ennnyeuse indifference que Messieurs les Stoiciens
$ appellgnt
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appellent egalité dame. - I believe you will laugh
at this strange medley, but I have for sonie time so
used myself to it in conversation that it is become
quite natural to me, and out of the two languages

-1 have formed a third, which I am afraid you wxll

find to be no language at all.

While I was at Canterbury I had often the plea-
sure of talking of you with the Dean®, who néver
mentions you but with the justest admiration: it
gives me great delight to converse with any one who
has seen you, and next to this, with those who
wish to see you if they could; which is the case
with two young ladies who envy me an advantage
they have endeavoured after in vain, and their dis-
appointment is so much the grester, as they are
persons whose fine accomplishments would give
them the quickest sense of such a happiness as they
pursued. It is impossible you should know one
half of the schemes with which people puzzle their
inventions about you, and this plot in particular 1
believe you have never discovered; as our projects
have been attended wi h a very different success, I
willingly resign to these ladies the honor of having
been beforehand with me in the attempt.

I have not yet seen Joseph Andrews, but shall
be very impatient till I do, as I am so strongly pre-

* Dr. Lynch.
c2 Jjudiced
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judiced in favor of it by your recommendation; I
intend to look over the two last volumes of Pamela,
which I have yet had no sort of inclination to, but
I am just told there are some pretty criticisms on
the Distressed Mother, a play which notwith-
standing its general applause, I never could bring
myself to like, but I have some curiosity to. see
what so accurate a judge as Pamela can say about
it. As many objections however as I have to this
tragedy in itself, I was extremely delighted last
winter at Canterbury, by-sceing Hermione and
Orestes played by a very young gentleman and lady
with a greater force and propriety of fiction. than
I ever .saw on any stage, and it would really have
been surprizing in people who mdke it thelr profes-
sion.

. I have just bethought myself that this is the most
unmerciful Letter that ever was wrltten, and that L
can never with any tolerable modestx h0pe for thé
happiness of hearmg from you again, . unless I.
check my inhuman inclination of filling iny paper
- by subscribing myselt &e.
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Miss TALBOT 7o Mrs. CARTER. -

Cuddesden, Oct. 20, 1742. .,

THERE was something so oblmno my
dear Miss Carter, in the length of your Letter that
nothing but your making an excuse for it could have
spoiled it. You may perhaps think my long silence
as obliging on the other hand, and therefore being
warned by your example I will make no excuse for
itatall. Itis true, that reading over your Letter
again had like to have frightened me from answering .
it even now, for as it is impossible I should deserve
half 'the fine things you say, the more you know of
me, the sooner you will be undeceived: not that I
disclaim any part of the corhmendation that belongs
to honesty of heart, to gratitude, and to ary mere
common sense, ‘good qualities that you are pleased
to attribute to me, mais pour les astres, ma chére
demoiselle, pour la phijosophi¢, ou pour le bet
espnt vous sayez je crois aussi bien que moi que je
n’ y ‘ai nulle pretension. Ce monde que vous me-
prisez tant a bien d'attachemens pour mon, et ce
n'est pas a Messieurs:les Sioiciens que je m’adres-
serai pour me. tranquilliser quand je suis inquietée’,
par les frivoles chagrins, comiiie assurément je le
suis fort souvent. Pour l'aniitié il 'y a peint-dé’

‘ ceeur
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coeur qui en scait mieux le prix inestimable que le
mien qui est particulierement heureux sur cet arti-
cle Ia. ‘

This puts me in mind of mentioning a book I am
now deeply interested and engaged in, and which
has pleased me most particularly, from the pecu-
liarly agreeable light which friendship throws on
many passages of it. To be sure you cannot be
unacquainted with Lord Clarendon’s admirable His-
tary of the Rebellion; if you are, you have some
weeks very high entertainment to come, and which
is much heightened by reading it in company.
Whatever amusements riding, painting, and my
own little shelf of books may afford to diversify
the morning, I always wait for the evening with im-
patience, and then as entirely forget all relation to
the modern world as if I bad really lived a century
ago. You will think I have my heart much ses
upon politics this year, when I tell you I have been
studying Machiavel too: besides bis writing such
excellent Italian, there is, a strength and spirit of
good sense in his reﬁect.lons upen Livy partu:ularly, '
that I cannot help being pleased with, and therefore
I am willing to persuade myself that he is branded
with more infamy than he deserves; and I think I
could find pretty strong passages to prove that he
was far from meaning ‘to recommend the villanies,
Which perhaps however it was too dangerous even-

' ' to
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to mention. Dangerous indeed in such a mixture
as mankind, where évery passion is allowed to mis-
interpret things in its own way.

We shall stay here till almost Christrmas, by that
tithe perhaps I may not much dislike.the thoughts
of London, I am sure I shall like them much the
better if I have any likelikood of seeing you there;
béing with more sincerity than your comphmenm‘
deserve, . .
. Yout’s, &c.

Mzs. CARTER to Miss TALBOT.
| Deal, Jan. 1, 1743.

| 1 canNoT begin the new year in a moré

agreeable manner than by wishing it may convey
every possible happiness to dear Miss Talbot, [
cannot help mentioning one instance as it is so
particularly affécting to myself: that you may very
often feel a pleasure equal to what I recelve from
your Letters.

I must thank you for the perfectly agreeable én:
tainment I have- met in reading Joseph Andrews,
23 it was your recommendation that first tempted
me to enquire ‘after it It contains such a sur-

: prizing
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prizing variety of nature, wit, morality, and good
sense, as is scarcely to be met within any one compo-
" sition, and there is such aspirit of benevolence runs
through the whole, as I think renders it peculiarly
charming. ‘The author has touched some particular
instances. of inhumanity which can enly be -hit in
this. kind of writing, and I do not.remember to
have seen observed any. where else; these certainly
cannot be represented in too detestable a light, as
they are so severely felt by the persons they affect,
and looked upon in too careless a manner by the
rest of the world. '

It must surely be a marvellous wrongheadedness
and perplexity of understanding that can make any

one consider this complete satire as a yery i.zgmoral_ ‘

thing, and of the most dangerous tendency, and
yet I have met with some people who treat it in the
most outrageous manner. Excepting  Joseph An-
“drews and Ariosto, I havg not.lead any tbmg thn,e
immemorial, as ] have been greatly engaged i in the
important aﬂalr of workmg a pair of luﬁies and
handkerch}ef to which I have attached mvself
more than would do me good if lucklly another
species of trlﬂmg did not prevent the ill effects of
this, and to the great surprize of all my acquaint-
ance I did not take it into my head to grow very
fond of dancing. It seems to be looked upon as g
very odd th‘ing' that a person who thought of little
bug
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but books at fifteen, should at five and twenty run
mad after balls and assemblies. However I am too
inconstant in my follies to apprehend being long
under -the power of any one; the present ’tis pro-
bable will be of no very long duration, but soon
give placc to something new, and perhaps the next
gccount of me may be that I am learning the Chi-
nese language, or studying Duns Scotus and Thomas
Aquinas, though Iam apt to believe that will be one
of the last kinds of profound trifing I am hke ta
run into,.

- I ought to beg your pardon for all this egotism,
but after the description I have given you of my
pmployments you will easily imagine I am at a
loss for a subject: there is one indeed for which I
would gladly quit my own dear self, and in all
changes of temper cquld dwell upon with the ut-
most pleasure, but this you have been cruel enough
to restrain me from mentioning to you.

I should be extremely obliged to you if you
would let me know if there be any collection of
Ttalian Letters, for I do not remember ever to have
heard of any. I have some inclination to attempt

.t writing this language, which would be a difficult

tés‘k’v_vithout some such assistance, as I never learnt
to speak it. I hope you will excuse this liberty,
pad believe me, &c.

Miss
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Miss TALBOT 1o Mgrs. CARTER.

London, Feb. 28, 1743.

- To prove to you that I have not been
asleep, dear Miss Carter, ever since you favored
me with a very agreeable Letter, which I own is a
sapposition you might naturally enough have made
from my long silence; I will begin by answering a
question you askéd me ‘about Italian Letters. I
have enquired, when it fell in my way, of people
wht knew more books in that charming language
" than my very stight reading in it has made me ac-
quainted with: I find there are many volumes of
that kind of composition, but very few amongst
them Hkely to please so good a taste as your’s.
The chief I have heard named are Bentivoglio’s and
and Bembo’s, which are mostly engrossed by poli-
tics and ceremonies, and others by Tasso (not Tor-
auato, 1 believe,) and Annibal Caro, which they
tell me are full of concettos and false wit. By this
time it is more than probable however, that having
formed the intention so long ago, you have not only
read but exceeded the best of them, which indeed
is no great compliment, after having given so bad a
character of them all.

I would
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I would be still more satirical upon the workers
of muslin and lawn, if Iimagined you would pursus
your indusfry that way so far as to hurt your eyes,
which would be an unpardonable sacrifice in any
body capable of employing them so much better:
in any more moderate degree I highly applaud
every such laudable imitation of the quiet domestio
virtues of our great grandmothers. I agree with
you entirely about your newly acquired love of
dancing. I cannot imagine what business I had to
grow fond of an amusement that scarce happens in
my way twice in a year. Perhaps you may rather
expect some account of our London entertainments,
than sage remarks on those which I envy you in the
country, but I have really been out very little this
winter, and have not- yet seen Garrick one single
time, or suffered the ennui of a four hours oratorio;
the only play I have been at, was to see Mrs.
Porter take leave of the stage, whi¢h she did with
a very good grace in-an epilogue that seemed dies
tated by good sense, and spoke with a sincerely
grateful heart.

I do not know whether Mr. anht, atmdst alh
his late negociations, has had arny leisure to give
you an account of them; but I-believe that he is
not a little glad that her Czarian Majesty has made
him such moderate offers only for coming to trace
put triangles and circles amidst the snows of Russie,

a8
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as e may Wwith a 'safe’ conscience, and with great
prudence refuse: he has accordingly refused them,
and I hope he will never have reason to repent it.
*T must not conclude this Letter without adding
maima’s humble service to you, and by that time I
imagine you will be quite ready for the present to
dismiss, &c.

_ Mgs. CARTER to Miss TALBOT.
' Deal April 16, 1743.

> T ay extremely obliged to you, my dear
Miss Talbot, for your account of the Italian epis-
tolists. I find I am not likely to be much edified
by their sense, but they may perhaps be of use to
me in'gaining the- improvement. I wish for in the
langunge. ' ~
~ . I heartily forgive your- ranllery on my employ-
ment, which I have with great sagacity at last dis-
covered to be a very fruitless expence of time: this
sort of work indeed would be no unpardonable
amusement, was ‘it any ingenious imitation of na-
ture, but really most of the patterns are a perfect
imitation of the gothic taste, and a mere combina-
tion of  inconsistencies, Thus having spent several
weeks
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weeks about a thing that has had no tendency to
make me better, wiser, or more agreeable to my-
self or to society, and finding no great joy from
that reputation it has gained me with notable folks,
I shall for the future bid farewell to this sort of
fame, and quietly proceed in the regular track and
unambitious exercise of harmless plain-work; as
tending much more to the émolument of my family,
though (notwithstanding all the fine things I have
been saying) not so well suited to my excursive
genius, which is better pleased in wandering through
the perplexities of a scrawling pattern, than in
being confined to travel over an unwearied seam a
mile long, from which I believe you will think I
have taken the plan of this period. '
. I'long much to know how you like the “ Com-
plaint.” I have heard it spoken of in such a
manner by. goad -judges, that perhaps it would be
prudent in me to avoid declaring how much I ade
mire. it; some defects it certainly has: but surely
these may be treated with indulgence, when they
are compensated by such surprizing beauty. - . -

- Mr. Wright had given me no account of his ne-
gociations when I received your’s: I have since had
one from himself, which I for some time looked
over with great veneration, and most profound ig-
norance, imagining it had been wrote in Coptic
characters; till at length I happily- discovered the

T : name
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name of Miss Talbot, certain magic syllables that
cast a more than lustre over the more than Egyp-
tian darkness of a manuscript, which it would
have been impossible for me to read without their
assistance, and with it, I believe, I might defy any
language or any scrawl, that is, or is not in use
upon the face of the whole earth to puzzle me.

T hope, as you had so long avoided public places,
you have since persevered, as that may have been
a means to secure you from the epidemic cold, of
which- we hear so many melancholy accounts. I
would willingly run the hazard of it if I could get
to London, for the whole county of Kent is at pre-
sent to me depopulated, so that with the absence
of almost all my friends, and the being confined to
sit listening to the roaring of the waves, and the
horrible howling of a North East wind, I am quite
in a melancholy situation; though it is a great ad-
vantage under such solitary circumstances to have &-
genius for castle-building, which would afford me
seme happy hours if L was banished to the Orcades.
I began this paper with a very unmerciful desigor of -
proceeding to the bottom, and it will be very good
news to you that I am at present prevented from
adding more, than that I am, &c.

Miss
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Miss TALBOT 7o Mas. CARTER.
London, May 23, 1743.

Your situation, my dear Miss Carter, as

~ you describe it, exceedingly resembles that of poor

Hero; warped by her fate do not expect a Leander
from the opposite ¢oast, but rather return to London
next winter, and when he is found may he be equally
faithful, and mere happy.

I believe it was a presentiment, that when I did
write, 1 should write all this nonsense, which has
kept me from answering your Letter all the while.
I am sure it was neither a multiplicity of business
or amusements, for I never passed a winter more
dully, or more idly ghan.this; end yet less was it
my impatience for a reply, which nobody that cor-
responds with you can be.so stupid as to be without.
Sincerely, there is a -pleasure in seeing your hand,
even on the outside of a Letter, which forces me
with . all my awkwardness of making speeches, ta

- tell you of it, thatI may engage your good nature

to, cpntinue it to me in spite of my laziness.

We are now in the midst of packing, and all that
disagreepble hurry that one constantly reserves to
take off from the joy that would else be unavoid-
able on rémoving from this busy town to the quiet

ool life
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life of the country, drest in all its summer charms:
for some weeks we shall scarcely enjoy the calm of
that quiet way of living, since we only take Oxford-
shire in our way to Gloucester, where we shall pro-
bably stay to the beginning of July. A very insig-
nificant information this, but if you will have the
charity to imagine a meaning in it, it is that you.
may know I shall easily be found by a letter directed
to me at the palace at Gloucester®,

Not that I should excuse myself for writing in’
the unmeaning style, since in that I should but
have copied the tip top book that has' come out this
winter; “ The History of ‘the: Family of Yvery:”
I am sure you must have heard of it, and I have
had the further. pleasure of tarning over two thick
volumes which are really filled with eircumstances-
of as little importance to any of ity readers; six
weeks spent at Mount Pleasant at Tunbridge, is
thought sufficient to authorize ‘a cut of the place,
though by no means a fine one, and an enumera-
tion of the various misspellings of the name of
Percival, engrosses half a page to prove the anti-
quity of the family. Lord Chesterfield has treated
this sort of family vanity very whimsically. A ver-

* Theq inbabijted by the amiabie and cxcmplary pmlateol’
whom Pope says, :

*“ Manuers with caudour is to Benson giv'n.”

tuosa
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tuoso of his acquaintance this winter at an auction

bought a very old picture of a man and woman and

two boys, and- with great joy observed the Stanhope

arms at one corner of it. This he presented to my

lord, imagining he would be greatly pleased and

delighted: to_have such a proof of the antiquity of

his family; and to prevent all- disputes of prece«

dency for the future, my lord has inscribed under
the figures, Adam Stanhope of Eden garden Egypt,

-and Eve Stanhope ‘his wife, with their two sons

Cain Stanhope and Abel Stanhope; his genealogy

would have beenindisputable, if he had put Seth

Stanhope instead of Cain; but the humour was

really a gooed one; as you may see I thought it, by

- writing you such a long story about it.

. Pray bave you seen the epistle of Anh Boleyn?

I am sure if you have, you are charmed with it.

Adieu! I write you no news at all, because I do

not know what sort of news would amuse you.most;

and I hope it is no news at all to tell you, dear Miss
Carter, how much I am, &c.

- YOL. I. D ,  Mas,
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Mss. CARTER To Miss TALBOT.
Deal, Jaly 13, 1743,

Wirnour trqubling you with a long
detail of melancholy excusey, I flatter myself,
dear Miss Talbot, you will easily take it on my
word that nothing but a real necessity should so
long have prevented my answenng your last kind
Letter.

I have not seen the pedigree you mention, ‘but ¥
believe that loss was very well .recompensed by
your agreeable relation of Lord Chesterfield’s wit;
which extremely diverted me. I have for some
time had but little leisure to read, but now. hope to
be more disengaged, and bave just entered upon
Homer and Cicero’s Tusculan Questions, both
which, by the advantage of a very wretched me-
mory, are entirely new to me. - I fear reading
. Tully’s Philosophy will not tend greatly to wny edi-
fication, as there is one half of it I am neither able
nor willing to practise, having no sort of ambition
for the great wisdom of becoming insensible. What
mortal would wish for the power of conquering
that Letitia he with so much stoical gravity abso-
lutely forbids, who has ever felt the exquisite plea-
sure of receiving a Letter from Miss Talbot.
- S You
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You must certainly have seen Mrs. Squire’s.
scherti¥¢ of the longitude, and I make no doybs-
understood it; but for my own part I never beheld
%9 incolbprehensible a thing in my whole life.-
Dear Miss Talbot, what language is it? how la~
mentably are people deceived by the title page.
Ja the #ety little I was capable of reading, I could
not hﬂﬂ observing & marvellous singularity in the
pointifidy which looks as if the book was to be
chanteds I am told the project is thought inges
nious, dfid if you should happen to be of that opi-
pion, . ’tis ten to oné but I may take up the book
again, which I have at present thrown by in a great

rage (at ihy own stupidity) and study myself half
mud to fiid out the meaning of it.

I imgglne by this time you are in full enjoyment -
of the pleasures of the country, for which you-
seem to bave so just a taste. I am at present a
little disappointed in being debarred the delight I
used to take in rambling about by myself, by a set
of rakish fellows from some ship who infest this
place, and are a great disturbance tome. So I
dare not walk now without a companion of trus
Amazpnian bravery, who fears nothing but appa~
ritions and frogs, from which I have promised to -
secure her, if she will defend me from what I am-
most afraid of, May-bugs and men; so by the

DL strength
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strength of this -alliance we both procced inf great
. _safety‘, R : -

+ I have enclosed you-a. sotlg, and the ' tmswen,
which arg at present the reigning topic of dlstourse
at Canterbury-and 15 miles round.’ If I tiad:not
heard you say jou were not fond of music, T
should greatly regret I could not semd’ you' the
tune too, for 'tis most enchantmgly pretty Pcrhaps-
you will think it odd the answer shduld: be,ﬂalléd a
f.ampoen, but this is a word the most in fgshién at
tanterbury of .any place I know. Evegy -thmg-
that. people.do not like, .o undgrstand; ig,epmpre~
hended under the name of lampoon, - whether it be
prose, or verse, song, riddle, panegyri¢, or funeral
elegy; and I am persuaded that if :MrsnBquire’s
book is arrived there, ‘it is called a lampoén.. '
: 1 have just taken it into my head to-bé greatly
surprized how I ean-have ‘the assurance- to write
so much nonsense -to you, and perhaps ‘you'will
think it a still higher degree of.confidence that I
Matter myself with the-hopes of hearing from you
much sooner than-I. deserve: you must give me
leave to assure you,’ ‘there are very few things in
this world can give so mud\ pleasure, to dear Misa
Talbot, &e, . : S

»

[T SIS S

. s - Miss
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 Miss TALBOT 10 Mss. CAIiTEfz L

Cuddesden. Ol.‘t 5, 1/43.

"I mAvE long been accusmg myself of *

A

lngratltude in leaving a Letter of Miss Carter's so g

long unanswered, and a Letter too which gave me
such infinite entertainment, and for which T was "
the mor¢ obhgcd to you as it game very-epportunély -
to relieve me in a grievous-fit of the spleen, when

_nothmg _]ess originel than your notion.of .a lampoon Y
in a country town could -have set.me:laughing so s
heartily. It was however this splenetick disposi< ~
tion of mine that prevented my answering you im-
mediately, I was extremely ill most part of Juné

4

and July, which was. most vexatiously and- per-

versely timed, - gs jg.threw & gloom over. our visit to
the Bishop.of Gloucester, very -unsuitable to the

agreeable schemes we had formed, and' to the

cheerful reception he gave us; he is, in the most -

amiable sense. of the word, one of the.most com-
panionable tempers. I evermet with.

We were all of us ill and unqomfortable at thz
same time; .at length. through bad roads and worse

fears, we got back agam into the balmy- air of Ox- :

fordshire. I have ever since been employed not
absolutely in fox—huntmg, but in a chase that en-

§I8°R
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gages me almost in as hard riding and more con-
stant, the pursuit of health. This task of exer-
cise and a house full of company, have really left
me no time for writing, but at least they have re-
stored me spirits enough for it which I had not
Before : I have even found myself equal to the fa-
tigues of a horse race, without murmuring at any
of its amusements, or mshmg it a day or an hour
shorter.

Having thus writ you in Colly Cibber’s style ah
apology for my life this whole summer, you may
perhaps be ih some hopes that I have nearly done
for the present with that important subject self; but
when 1 tell you I am just engaged in and extremely
diverted with reading Montaigne, you will lower
your expectations, and allow me to go on with my
egotisms. To the history of the summer shall
therefore succeed the plan of the winter, since we
are now just settling into the quiet comfortable life
we shall lead till after Christmas, most mechanically
and faithfully day after day.

Imagine me then every morning —— no upon
second thoughts that shall be the subject of my
next Letter, and ¥ shall be excessively disappointed
i you have not the curiosity to write to me imme-
diately and ask me for it. At the same time I must
engageyou,if youlovethat samesort of regular clock-
like life that we do, to send me the plan of your

own
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swn employments and amusenients, that whenever
my .imagination wanders towards Kent, it may

_ know where, and. in what kind of engagement to

find you. There is something so peculiarly. agree-
able in employing ap idle hour to go the rounds of
those. friends and acquaintance of whom I think
with the most vanity and pleasure, and image them
in all the varietiea of every cheerful employment,
all of them happy in themselves, and now and
then, when they have nothing better to do, throwing
away a thought upon me.

_If you ever read Montaigne . pray tell me what

- you think of him. To me he seems infinitely

amusing. His character lively and original, and
what with right and serious principles would have
deserved esteem-as well as liking: but unfortunate]y
he wants them to a very great degree; that is, he
Was a man of natural excellent genius, but spoiled
by the vicious pratique du- monde; ‘and the’ indul-
gence of his'own humours, se that his book may be
dangerous to an infinite number of people, as it
must be entertaining to all. -

You will think I have chose my studies “very cu-
riously this year, when I mention Ariosto for .ano-
ther. He too is wildly and extravagantly-charming,
but certainly has beauties proportionable to his
faults 1 should think myself extremely obliged to
you on behalf of the whale family, if you- could

recommend
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recommend any book to us that would in any degreé
make us amends, for having read through Don
" Quixote last year, by tolerably supplying his place
when we want to laugh a little after supper. I
dare say such sort of books are to be met with;
though not so excellent, yet at least amusing, and
there is nobody’s taste | would sooner trust than
your’s. ‘This is another reason for your writing to
me very soon, and if you do mot, you have no
idea how much you will morufy, &c, &c,

Mjss TALBOT To Mrs. CARTER,
Cuddesden, Nev, 11, 1743..

I H_A\"E I think, dear Misy Carter, shewn
_great respect to your plain work by so long der
ferring to write to you, a thousand nameless accir
dents have heen the cause of it. ] will take the
first apportunity of reading Erasmus, since he was
a favaurite of your’s and of my Lord Falkland’s*
Our family authors must be Engfish, and before'1
received your's we were very happily. fixed in a

* But Mrs. Carter's rhaturer Jjudgment induoced her to a-ltex"
in some degree this favourable opinion of Erasmus. See the
Memoirs of her Life, p, 238, quarta edition.

.

scheme



41 .
scheme of reading through all Sir Richard Steele
papers, ‘whiékwill “probably last us as long as wé
stay in ‘the"country, ahd this orderly and sociable™
way of reading them ‘gives a novelty to ‘them,
though:I thought we had been perfectly acquainted
with them before; they are read to'us every day
after breakfast and supper,” ten o’clock is the hour
that generully concludes them at both those times.
After chapel we retire to our apar tmeiits, if &
_sunshine morning does hot tempt us abroad, and I
am employed in embroidering after a flower piece,
or copying - arigels from Carlo Maratti, not from
Ariosto, I assure you, for never I think were ideas
so little angelieal, or indeed. so. offensively absurd"
as his upen. that subject. My English vanity is
quite charmed ivith 'the -preference you give to
Spenser'; ‘however, there are cétainly fine things
in Arioste, if one: does-not' considet them' .as be-
longing to'a whole. ¥.am' told indeed this was the
- way in which he writ his poem, in detached pieces
just as the présent hamour, or sometimes any little
burlesque aecident; ‘or -personal pique dictated a
canto or-an’ episode to his:various imagination; m
this view he is 2'most entértaining writer, but much
injured "surely, when set up ‘as an' epic poet, "and
subject to rules he never thought of.

I think .this digression is something like one of
his, . Let me return to my little domestic. history:
.A principal figure in it, as you must have often heard

me
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mg say, is Lady Mpry Grey, who prafersthe meking
pur retirgmient coppfortable tg us, to all the allure-
‘ments of a gay town, and g new house. There is
a sort of vanity jn commepding one’s friends, but
indeed withouf her my hours would pass very
heavily to what they do new. In a moming she has
generally the goodness to read to me, and we have
Jjust finished Tully’s Offices, and begun Moliese. In
the aftegnoon from about its beginning to be dark
till six o'clock, when all the family meet t6 read
snug, we two amuse ourselves, by the exercise of
walking in a large unfurnished room, where some~
times we have the advantage of moon-light, and
always that of conversation in that way, that makes
this hour the most agreeable of the four and twenty.
After seven, quadrille is called in a little to vary
the objects of our attention from history and spin-
ning wheels, to aces black and red. Because I
‘have said nothing of the time before breakfast do
not imagine me immoderately lazy; I seldom rise
later than seven, and these hours are spent in read-
ing; Dr. Clarke is one of my morning authors,
another very favourite one is:Epictetus, and I am
infinitely provoked that there is no translation  of
that part of his precepts which Arrian hés pre-
served, and which I ammt&y cuzious to eee"‘, nat

# This was the first bmt of Miss Talbots dcslre to see @
translation of Epictetus, which aftcrwards induced Mrs.
Carter to undertake that work, " v

. 80
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so degirdus a8 you probably vill bé before this time
to see an end of this immeasurable long Letter;

to which I will only add the assurance ef my
being, &t: &c.

Miss TALBOT 10 M=s. CARTER.
: C’uddesden,' Dec.' 27, 1743.

" WEe wost gladly admit you, dear Miss
Carter, a third in our moon-light walks, and I think
myself seriously obliged to you for leaving evén in
imagination the gay and cheerful engagements of
Canterbury to accompany me in this retirement.
I am sorry we have no music to heighten your idea
of our amusements; but a sorrowful truth it is,
* ‘that ‘1 have no sort of ear, norany kind of genius
‘that way. This is however a truth which I do not
‘umecessatily confess toall the wotld$ and ‘indeed
1 think it too unsociable a thing t3- d}ssent from
atty rational entertainment that the greater part of
the world dpproves, and are fond of, so that'I am
really grown to love music out of -deference to the
better taste of others. That you may not however
think me absolutely incapable of being moved with
eoncord of sweet sounds, and therefore break off
' all
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ol correspondence with me, for fear I should
engage you ‘in treasons, plots, and all the dreadful
things that Shakespeare is pleased to enumerate, I
will own the having been highly delighted with
several sengs in Sampson, and especially with the
choruses. I heard that oratorio performed this
winter in one of the College Halls, and I believe
to the full as finely as it ever was in town: and
having never heard dny oratorio before, I was ex-
tremely struck with such a kind of harmony as
. seems the only language adapted to devotion. I
really cannot help thinking this kind of entertain-
ment must necessarily have some ¢‘iect in correcting
or moderating at least the levity of the age; and
let an audience be ever so thoughtless, they can
scarcely come away, I should think, without being
the better for an evening so spent. I heartily wish
you had been with me when I heard it,

I can imagine your mornings happily spent in
the study you mention, and cannot but frequently
lament my.ewn- u,nhappfness in beingconfined to
dull imperfect translations of the noblest authors.
~Thetranslation of Livy that we are reading together
in a family way; is absolutely the most absurd thing
I ever met with. The. greatest sentiments clothed
in the meanest words, raise in one such a mixture
.of admiration and laughter, that I cannot. tell
“whether to be mogt _pleased or angry. The Sam-
- ' nites
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nites (he told us in the midst of a miost jnteresting
* narration) fought for church and chimney. as, the:
saying is. The Lucanians a parcel of Rascatkions
run away in Querpo. Wardens of the Goldsmith’s
company at Rome, were what I believe nobody but
our excellent translator ever thought of, nor did
Livy, I imagine, when Roman Virgins and Matrons,
Senators, and Heroes were his subjects, talk of
sweethearts, wvalets de chambre, nov -Dictator’s
lacquies, or a thousand low expressions which I
will not teize you with, however they may have
put me out of patience.

I looked into Dr. Brown thi‘s summer when E
was so ill and out of spirits, that though I am
convinced the book is an'ingenious one, it left ne
ingenious impression on my mind. I have lately
met with a most dire disappointment ‘that ‘T must
tell you. In one of the Bibliotheques; I iead an
abstract of a little Italian book, written by M.
Bandiera, Trattato degli studie delle donne,: and
was vastly pleased with the justice he seemed in-
clined to do us, in asserting our: claim to ‘some
degree of understanding, and capacity forim-
provement ; already had I determined to send for
the book out of Italy on:purpose, when -in the
second part, he takes it into his head to forbid-‘our
reading poetry, and dancing, the:two eatertainmente
that of ell others I have a passion for. After all,

: T I think



46

1 think I must get the book, and like just s
reuch of it as-.syits my humour, and not regerd
the rest. o S

A Adieg! dear Miss Carfer, &ec.

Mas. CARTER To Miss TALBOT.
. Canterbury, Jan. 23, 1744. '

It is neither buginess nor, amusement,

but a scruple that sometimes takes me about writing

" ponsense, which has prevented me, my dear Miss
Walbot, from sooner answering your Letter.

I was extremely diverted with your quotations
from Livy, the style very much resembles that.of &
eelebrated orator in this county; who in the petition
for the King before his sermon, prays for George
and family. His discourses, however, are generally
in a more elevated strain, for he talks of, silver
streams flying over the tops of mountaing, apd is .
very fond of queting the divine poet Aristotle.

I do not doubt but you are perfectly. conversant
with this comet which is paying ys a visit, and
begins to make so0 fine an appearanee; some of my
ucqumtance hers, and mypelf, have heen very

qssxduou!
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assiduous in our attendance upon it, thibugh to no
great purpose, as'we know but very little of the
matter. However we have as much theé credit of
it, as if we knew more; and have heard so many
observations and predictions of our utteiing, which
we never did utter, that it is to-us really a vety
‘merry pheenomenon.

Positively 1 do not know what to say to you,
unless I tell you the sorrowful scrape 1 have drawn.
myself into, about love; bless me, what business
had I to talk about things I know nothing about!
Asmy ill stars would have it, I happened to express
great pity for people under these dolorous circufn~
stances, which drew me into a dispute with an anta~
gonist so violent, that she distributes the words of
fool, nonsense, wilful obstinacy, &c. &c. without
reserve, amongst the whole tribe of lovers, and
asserts that all compassion for them is misapplied
and ridiculous. Not content with the first engage-
ment, she constantly attacks me every time I see
her; T am not yet quite a convert, but I believe
out of mere indolence I shall at last give up the
point, and lcave all lovers to hang or drown them-
selves as they think fit.

A very imprudent match which -gave rise to ali
these debates, now gives place to the general con~
versation ocuswned by the death of Sir John

Hales,
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Hales *, which you may have seen in the mews,
but probably not his character, which. was mast
" unaccountably singular: with an. estate of ten or
twelvé thousand. a year, be ha.s for a. 1ong time

ghut himself up in a great house, without so much

© @s a servant., Hxs children were not suﬁ’ered to

come near him, nor any body else, for if ever he.
*espied a human bemo near the house, he imme-
" diately ran’ and locked the door. . To avoid his
being seen or spoken to, the .person who -went to
market’ for him, found his orders in a note, in.a
‘basket in the stable, whlch when filled was. re-
turheéd to the same place; the only conveljslblc
animals he had about him weye six hogs almost as
old as their master, whom he fed with - ‘great care,
The estate round his house which is in a very
pretty situation, lies quite untepanted and uncul-
tivated, the horses and other cattle run quite wild,
‘and in a state of nature, all over the grounds. As
he bad lived, so he died quite alone, and was not
discovered for some time after his death. At the
~ change of affairs which soon took place, it is not,

" * Sir John Hales, Bart. was the head of a very ; ancientand
opulent family, settled in Kent for many generatlons. He
was & Roman catholic, as his descendants still are, and his
father Sir Edward, was created Earl of Tenterden by K. James
11, after his abdication. _Sir John died at his,seat near Cane
terbury, where his great grandson Sir Edward still resides.

to
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to be told the consternation and bitter wailings of
the owls and bats, who had for so many years had.
guiet pdssessian of several-of the bést rooms, who
after having reposed for several years on down
beds, ‘and velvét cushions, are now by “the un-
merciful heirs. turned adrift into the wide world to
sepk & cold-hard, lodging in. a hollow trec. :
. What, was the truc.spring of Sir Jobn Hale’s
strange beliaviour nobody can tell; he was said to
bg-a mhan of sense. and letters; and sometimes did
very. gengxous,aotions though in a strange way; in
most -party of his. character he was a perfect mi-
santhrope. - The estate. decends to his grandson, a
vety jpretty young gentleman, who it is believed
will: mrake . ihueh better. use of it than his pre-
decessor. The originality of the character I thought
would plesde yor,  and ckn only hope 1 have not
.made ittoo long. - .
. Asl beltewe you a friend to: every. useful deszgn,
I «ould net._help. .copying the .inclosed proposels *,
¥hielr- I doubt not you. will xead with that serious
attention, so-weighty an affair demands.
.~ L sha]l .soen. shift my quarters to Dr. Lynch’

' wherelshall hope to have the prleamre of- heanng
from you, &ec. A ‘.

" # Proposals for prmtmv by subscnptlon « The whole Art
and Mystery of Punning,” &c. &c. Sec the new cdition of
Ms. €drter’s works, edded toher  Memoirs,” "Page 462 of
she quarto edition. ‘

YoL. I, E Miss
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Miss TALBOT ro Mws CARTER.
Eondon, Aprd 12, 1745,

¢ -You sent me, dear Miss Carter, 56 grand

a scheme to consider éf, that I really think you

#ould not sooner expect an: answer ; and even after

all this time taken for eonsidesation; since I have

heitlier any of the ready made wit, (which I bope

® prov:de myse!f with am ample steck of,- by sub-

ueﬁbmg. foy three or four dozen sets of the trifting
findeitaking you feention) ner cawt be so. huppy as
{o have any dssistance fronw the professoress im fine

speeches, T shall ‘wave saying any thmg farthier on
~the: subject at present. Y

¢. I write yoy a stupid: Letter after a long sitencc,

for the sake of receiviag a lively answer: -You.
canneb thirk “hew math . good your Letters Ho e,

shd mine ean do you no harm; but really:if T hnd

writ 22 you in the humour I wis some time age,
must have dated it frem the Cave of Trophenius: -

< I'stmll not wrouble you with towr newsy thodgh
T have had « gyeat mitid to enquire from you' sorhe
news of the comet and the fleet, both of which I

i(nagined your intimacy with the stars and sea
nymphs might Rave given you great information of ;
but_splden apd. indolence. quite got the better of
6 o T ey
& oa . NS
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mé; bt the biright Half of the yéth‘ ébrhing;
ind I proriise to rhefid,

Have you seen Volttite’s Metope yet? 4 play
perfectly imtéresting withiout a syllable of love id
it. However, though I am setisible of its mierit)
I am €o angry with Voltaire’s French impertinthce
il the preface; where he falls at on¢e on all gur
performatices; in music, painting; or drimatig
poetry, and insists upch it that our nation hits uit
utter incapacity for succeeding in any of the three;
that I own 1did not read it unprejudiced; and
was most heartily’ rejoiced on comparing it with
Maffei’s, to find it fall ten thousand degrees short
of the nobleness, the nature and simplicity of its
origifiAl. If yeu observe, the character of Ergasto
(the young Cresfonte,) is infinitely amiable and
interesting in the Italian, while in the French you
are scarce any further interested for hiin, than as

you know him to be the hero of the play.

To be sure you have long -ago read The Pleaa
sures of the Imagination. I fancy that poem must
read with double pleasure in the country, where
one is surrounded with all the charming objects he
describes. I am sure you could not but be very

‘much entertained with it, there seemed to me to

bea spirit and a beduty in it, that I have seldom
met with in modern poetry. But if you are for a
good sober pisce, that has o great deal of good.

.22 sense
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sense in it, and but few absurdities,” pray read the
play of Regulus*. The run of the town is against
it, but whether it is’ the dullness of the poetry, or
the nobleness of the -sentiinents that- makes fine
folks dislike.it; T am unwilling to determine. o
o Here I am writing a volume,:and the meore [
say, the mere I find to say; at this rate I shall
pever have done, unless I make an effort to break
the charm, and assure you I am, &¢. ~. 1

P B - .

o Mrss TALBOT 1o MRs CARTER |

Lotdon, May 10, 174-4. 3

I coMPLAINED of my splenetick dlspoZ
smon to you, my dear Miss Carter, some’tiuié
ago, for having plevented my writing to you, buf
1t w;ll now be your turn to complam of the con-
trary, since I am set down tb write to you Just now
because it is'the only employment that suited m}
ht}mour, and a great deal pleasanter than my own
inelancholy thoughts.” In this disposition it woul(i
béa great consolation 't ine, to know what’ had o¢
tasioned the whimsical fit of spleen you complamc,(j
bf and if you have .not by thls time’ forgot what 1t

L ®A ngcdy by W. Iavard, pubhshod in this.year... . ,
Ly 3 - was,
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wis, pray be charitable enough to gratify my
curiosity. - I promise you I will-receive it with true
sisterly candour, as I am so great a-sufferer in that
way mysélf, and I think nobody can be ‘so, ‘more
directly against their conscience than Iam, for I
do not believe any body was ever more theroughly
versed-in the theory of cheerfulness, or more- con:
vinced of the duty. Indeed I have no notion that
any body can be seriously in the spleen; I think a
very little serious reflection enough to set. life and
all its concerns in a very different light from that in
which fancy places it upen every little vexation!
But almost every body is subject to a sortof . waking
dreams of misery. The exact contrast of those
fine gilded castles in the air, which we. visionary
people are perpetually building. It is one of these
sad dreams which sends me to seek comfert in your
company this afternoon. I had been meditating
long on the illness of the best friend I have in the
world, and it had cast a gloom over every idea:
what would else have entertained my fancy, had a
doud thrown over it.

. By good luck I was prevented ﬁmshmg my
Letter, and can now end it in a gayer tone, and'
talk ‘a little “ like folks of this world,® not that
the folks of this world talk wise enough, to make
Qune very fondI think of imitating them.. I.am
really weary of the town topics of copyersatior,

which
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wpich are all run threugh at every visit, and shall
change them with pleasure for the discourse of hay-
making and barvest.

- The author of the Pleasures of Imagination, is
ene Dr. Akenside®, a very young man, and was
whea he writ it but eighteen. Tis well we haye
spme uew geniug'y rising among us, poor Mr.
Pope | is in a very declining way, snd not likeiy to
#a henor ta our country much longer.  You ask if
I mind politics; there wes a time when I attended
ta them extremely, and thought I should-have been
ta blame if the affairs. of Europe had stood still
f;om my neglect of them. At present I give only
just 8 glance at the gloowy side of things (and sure
& dreadful gloomy one it is) and then sit down in
great guietness, rejoicing I have nethipgto do ta
consider of it. One would .imagine every body
was ip the same easy way of thinking, for what-
eysr you folks on the sea coagt may sufier from
fareign ov demestic enemies, we here talk of nothing
hut balls and masquerades,

% This celehrated poom was publiahcd in this year 17445
hut Akenside was born in 1721, so that he was now in his
tylengy-thlrd year. lt is not known from what guthority Miss
Talbot asserted that lw was only eighteen years of age when
be wrote it.

+ He died in little more than a fortmght after; May 10,

1744,
There
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“There i3 a young Venctian here, wife. to the
‘Venetian ambassader, who is highly delighted with
English “Bberty, ‘and flies ‘about ke a-bird just
escaped from a cage; she is little more than six-
teen, extremely pretty, and having been bred up
in all the sjimplicity of a convent, says every thing
that comes inte her head without the Jeast art,. podr
furnisheg much amusement to all the court. - 3

Yoy insult me for mever ta].k.mg nonsenae It
have written all this long Letter to shew you that
* wour insult was ill grounded. And as for laughing,.

I think it one of the greatest privileges of hymeaa

nature, and make uge of it as often as ever it comes.
“in my way: Iam gled to hear itis 0 often in

your’s; the beirg able toimagine those one wishes

well to, happy and cheerful, 4 next to the being

so oneself. Rest ye merry. 1 am going in the -
spirit of self-denial to buy a moderate fan, while

all the fashionable world are displaying fans of two

yards wide, and every fine Jady measurgs her

genius, by the length of this genteel < I am

as much at a loss for g phrase, as you was for @

simile, mean time the coach waits, so pdiey! &

' Mas,
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Has CARTER TQ sts TALBOT

Deal May 24, four in the morning, .

I ravE a strong inclination, dear Miss

Talbot, 'to visit you like ‘an apparition at this un-
seasonable hour, which 1 may safely: mdu_loe as it
will do you no harm, for I may talk to you as long
as I please, without any danger of disturbing your
slumbers, or depriving you of an agreeable dream.

" 1 thought myself infinitely - obliged to you for
your Letter, though'I-feel some little scruples about
answering one' part of it; for as there are but very
few people in the-world to whom I would so un- -
willingly appear in a ridiculous light, 'tis very odd
I should acquaint you with a folly, which'I have
had prudence, enough to conceal from all the world
besides. However if you can have any curiosity
about so insignificant a person as I, it will give me
pleasure to” gratify-it, and laugh at me as much as
you think proper, if you will laugh by yourself.

The splenetic fit of ‘which you* enquire the cause,
was occasioned by some apprehensions, that -
person for whom I have a great love was going ta
be marricd; and as I have read in a book, that
people when they marry are dead and buried to all .
fonner attachments ; 1 could pot think of resigning

. a friend-~
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a friendship which’constitutes some of the brightest
intervals of my life, without a very severe unéasi~
ness; for to converse with her-inithe dall, fonnal
indifferent way of a common acquaintance; “was a
change I could not think of with' any degree of
temper. Now you have set me uporr the “hlstory of
1ty OWn NORsense, arm yourself with patlence-, for -
you must hear it out in ail its instances, oné of
which was, that F might have been freed ina minute
from the pain which this groundless suspicion gave
me, if I had told her of it; but a.certain vile ob-
stinacy which I endeavoured to ‘persuade myself
was a laudable pride, prevented my dsking her an:

questions, and I detested the thouvhts of gettmg

mformation by any more indirect means, so unléss
she had penetration enough to discover my uneasi-
ness, and so much good-nature as to deliver me from
it, I should have wrought myself intoa firm belief
that the affair was’ quite certain; and by this time
you might have heard of my being run wild into a
wood, and hopping about from tree to tre¢'like a
squirrel, and feeding on nuts and acorns. \thtﬁer
you will laugh at, or pity me most for'this strange
delicacy of friendship I cannot tell, but as I have
so honestly confessed all my weakness, I hope you
will have the charity to give me your advice how to
gonquer it, against the calamity should, as it will -
: N ‘ -in
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in al] probability same time or other, befal me in
geod egrnest.

As 1 imagioe you are by this time in the country,
T congratulate you on the fine weather, whichisso -
Beeessary to make it qgreesble. 1 hope you gre
perfectty pensible to al) the charms of a Bouth West
wind, which surely blows from Paradise, and hrings
with it all the sweets of the garden of Eden. I
shall long to hear some account of your rure)
smusements; for my own part I am at present en-
gaged in & very eager, end I may add a viplent
pursuit of health. I get up at four, read for an
hour, then set forth a walking, and without vanity
. T may pretend to be one of the best walkers of the
age; Ibad at first engaged three or four poor souls
#o their sorraw in this ambulatory scheme, and 'tis
notto he told the tracts of land we rambled over ;
but I happen to be much too volatile for my suffer-
ing fellow-tiavellers, who come panting and grumb-
ling at a considerable - distance, and labor along
like Christian climbing up the hill difficulty, till at
length they quite sink into the slough of despond.
(Havc you ever read ¢ Pllgnm s Progress. ") Loften
divert myself by proposing in the midst of “my walk
to call at placcs a dozen miles off, to hear the
universal squall they set up, that I intend ta be the
death of them. T ernble are the descriptions that
they give at our return, "of the mischiéfs occasioned

by
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~ by my impetuous rapidity, thaugk I protest ] de

not know of any harm I have done, except pylling
up a few trees by the roots, carrying off the sails
of a windmill, and oyer-setting half & dogen strag.
gling cottages that staod in my way. .

My sister has desired to be excused going with
me any more, till she has learnt to fly, and another
of our troop sent me word last night she could pot
possibly venture, as our last walk had absolutely
dislocated all her bones ; so I have nobody to depend
en now but my youngest sister, whois as strong as
a little Welch horse; so she trudges after me with
great alacrity, and promises never to forsake me -if
I should walk to the North pole. As we. daily
improve in this peripatetic way of living, I propose
to do myself the pleasure of breakfasting with-you
some morning in Oxfordshire, from whence I shall
proceed to dine with Miss Ward in London, drink
tea with Miss Lynchin Canterbury, and dream of
you all the same night at Deal.

I don’t know what to say to you next, for I am
quite weary of talking of myself, unless I enter-
tain you with the sweetly flowing syllables of
Kietlenski, Wilkousti, Lawoyski, &c. a set of
Polish officers who were taken by an English man
of war, and brought prisoners here. I have often

. seen them, for they can find nobody to understand,

or converse with them here but my father. "Tig
quite
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qitite ‘diverting ¢o hear what & confusion of lans
guages there is among them. One talks Latin,
another- Frent¢h; a third .Polish, a fourth high
Ratch,- and a fifth something that sounds like no
language at all. - But what. entertained me most,
was’ to hear-one of them who is a great disputant,
talk for a considerable time.about religion.in French,
to-a person who understood not one word of the
language, and she madking replies and quotations
in Fnglish, .which he understood just as little ; so
no doubt the discourse tended much to the edifica-
tion of both. -1 was going to say a great deal more
to you, but uckily my sister came in and told me,
whoever I was writing such an unmerciful Letter
to, would never have patience to read it; so I €'en
follow her adinonition, and conclude, &c. -

PR :

,

Miss TALBOT ro Mss. CARTER.

" Cuddesden, June 27, 1744.

I sroPE you are sensible, my dear Miss
Carter; that I have taken due time to consider what,
eonsolatory ‘advice 1 can give you, in casc the ca-
lamity you seem so apprehensive of should happen,

and your unfaithful friend forsake the society of us,
) spinsters,
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spinsters. . I really know no better expedient tian
that -you should be beforehand with her, since I
have . always obgerved that the people who, set out
upan a journey, are mpch less affected at parting,
than these who stay. on'in the same situation with-
outany variety of new ‘objects to dispel their mee
lancholy.. - By.this means you,will make syrg of gn
inseparable friend, since. I have .rcad in a book
(Dayid. Sitaple by name) that a real friend is qnly
to be found. in that stafe. , If you do not likg thig,
scheme,. you muystyurp Roman. catholic, and go
into a -convemt, - whese you may .havq a whole
sistexliaod; of, frieds- sqclpded from the rest of the
watlde by - owebl

A thgt Preojecs: dnes net sun: you, whj thgn, my
dear Miss, Gartar, e must, ¢'en Jawer our ideas of
friendshipge the pitch.of ommen,life, and be cony
sept - wi;h Joving, apd. gstcpming ;igqple qonstantb{
hnd aﬁectxonatelyvaq;xd a, variety, of thwarting,
awkward c1rcumstances, that forbid all possibility
- of spanding our lives together. Let.people in such
a situdtion be glad that they have known enough of
one anpther to:make affection mutual, -and then Jet
them_resign- the' complete enjoymant of it, as in;
consistent with such a waorld as this,. and agccoms;.
podate themselvey o the perverse: changes of a
yﬂryiqg_-;l_afe,L w&h g5, much calgness and philo- .
Tonn ~ sophy
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sophy &s those changes weére pethaps meant to pet=
fect us in.
- 1 haveé riot préachéd out thy thitty miinutes yet;
have I? Alas! Alas! does not iny éntering so very
- deeply and seriously into this subject; ldok as if ¥
had heen a good deat touched with it myself? One
of my most favourite; most amiable friends has
been thairied for several years, and I experience
that the difference of tircumstdnicés make &an alte-
ration in the ease and frequency of our seeing one
adother, which robs me of the gayest, happiest
momeénts I ever enjoyéd. But our affection for one
anbther continues the same it ever was; and indeed -
if ever so many people instead of one had a right .
{3 share' it with me, -1 should. feel not thé least
jealousy, ¢ I have he notion of monopolies in
ﬂiendsllip; and provided people love mé with sin-
cerity, i the moderate degree I deserve, they are
welconie fo love as many rhore as they please, afid
only furfiish me with so many itiore objects of
dffection. -I see her happy; I see her aet bsvom-
irigly in her station; we someétiimes lament the dis-
tante that it puts between us, but dre upon the
whole miighty reasonable people, and very well sut "
tlsﬁdd that every thing should be as it is.

* Well bat dll this while ‘you have never walked
- bver to brepkfast with me ifi- yout' stven leugué

: boots
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boots that you seem to have borrowed out of the
Fairy Tales. As for your sister Il put a force on
my inclinations if she comes along with you, and.
not admit her; for it would be having no spirit at
all not to resent sucl’ an injury as she did ¢ ia
putting an end to your Letter when you was so well
inclined to' prolong my entertainment. Howevet
upon your intercession I may' probably relent, if
you promise not to root up any of my belovett eltns
in your way hither. They furnish me this hot
summer with such an agreeable shade, that I
should be unpardonable to part with them se easily,
eien for al hour spent inl youtr company. “Benéath
their shelter I converse with a variety of authors,
and pass away the time in an amusing indolence,
beginming my day some two hours later than you
do; and: living through the whele of it with a dull-
ness of temper, ill suited to these inspiring beauties
which summer diffuses all around. '

"There ate times when even the maghificence of
the sky, the fair extensions of a flowery lawn, thé
¥erdare of the groves, the harmony of rutaf souhds,
utd thé universal fragrance of the belmy &ir, striké
9 with no agreeable sensations,

“ What dues of their swectness those blossois beguilé,
That méndow; these daisies why de they aot smile 2

nothing
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nothing surely but the ungrateful pesverseness of
one’s own humour. Fhis reflection throws-human
happiness in a most mortnfymg light. J¥f these
most beautiful, mest innocent enpyments, are. s¢/
very imperfect, so sadly unsansfactory, where
shall thc fu«rltlve be found ? There only where, it
shall no lon.c,er be fugitive. 01 uncerta.m You see
¥ am in. 2 scrrpomzmo humour, and de vshat I will
I fa.ll mto the,style every moment. . Adieu! I ;ﬂ ik
no, longfr trust myseIf w1th the pen, &c.

-----

M"ns.' C‘/‘(R‘ffif{ To M'Iss TALBOT

) BRIt

BRI SR Deu1 July 20» 1744

..' -; Rtk I h oo

S | HOPB, .my dear Mlss Talbot, you mll
not again- think it necessary to limit yousself 1o the
tarm . of thicty minutes, for reall) you arg not one
of those arators.whqm 1 could . wish conﬁned.ta a
Clepsydra_ 1 could w1th the most pleasing atteng
tion listen fo such dlsc.omscs as your’s, “ from.morn
to noon, from noon tlll dewy eve ;” especmlly when
you preach oaly your own doctrine; for as to David
Simple, (thougir.I respeet a great many of hie-opi-
-nions) I am somewhat inclined to be heterodox,
- _ -S* not

R 2
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not that I.am going to trouble you with my reasons,
for dissenting from him, which I have at this pre-
sent time of writing totally forgot, but hope you\
will believe they are right good ones.

As for your second scheme ¥ am utterly forbld tm
think of it, from an extraordinary tenderness to the
safety of miy’person, as I do not find you have
mentioned any expedient how I should avoid break-
ing my neck, which I believe-would certainly follow
miy ever getting within side of them, for < libera io:
naqui et vissi, et morrd sciolta.” I am something
too volatile to live for- ages “ in shady cloysters
mewed;” a scheme very inconsistent withi my prins
ciples, who am so real a friend to universal liberty,
that I make a scruple of keeping birds in a cage,
and did but last week reque the offer of a very mu-
sical linnet.

But now, dear Miss. Talbot, it is time for me
most gratefully and singerely to thank you for the
serious-part of your Letter, which I hope will con-
tribute to make me wiser and better: of which to
my sorrow there js abundant need. I must howy
ever in justice to myself tell you it was not from a
contracted principle of -monopolizing a pegson who
I think possesses every amigble quality, that gave
me the uneasiness 1 troubled you with; for her fa~
vourites always become mine, and could I flatter
‘myself the case would be paralle] to what you de.

oL L. F sctibe,
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scribe, T could bear it with tdlerable rtranqoillityy
but - I am- persuaded it.would be.quite difierent:
At all eveits, be-that as it: may, .your advice.is
equally gooJ and ] shall pay a mmch greater re~
gard fo it,-thdn .if i -was dnctawd bySeneoaxor :
Eplct.etus L N "
¢ T make rmdoubu but jou have read &ns - a8 I
have to no great purpose you will thinky as I fairly
confess I have no eléar idea what one’ half ofib
means: : what' L.can understand: of - it: extremely
pleases. me,. *but possibly “its : being' beyénd. the
reach of: my ‘comprehension s the cause that some
parts of. the .book appear -entirely visienary, and
more like the ghttering. confision -of .a Jively-ima+
gioation, than.any regulair system of distinct ea-
sening. - Pray what is yaur opinion ef. tar<water? .
As 1 am as perfect a Hamadryad as you ‘can
possibly be, I should pay the’ atmost deference-to
yourfavourite trees. I-hope by this time,. the fair -
face of the. creption has recowered all its charms,
and. that you are. no longer insensible. to the -beau~
ties of .a seadon .when evdry sense and every heart
is Joy. Where md&ed fbdow the-stars shali happl—
SRETIURIN T . 2
b By'Bisﬁop' Berkd’ey, ‘of w’hom Pope' says with more thart
bis usval truth:of characwer, thithe pbisessed * overy virtue!
uhder bedven,” . This. ingenioys and eceqdntric work was fint
Rublished inthis yewn . o iic oL e o
3.4 : : L S . AQERsS
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ness be found, if it flies from a mind like your’s!
If I might venture to dispute any point with you,
who understand ‘every thing so much better than
myself, I should be inclined to philosophize a little
with you upon this melancholy reflection. Give
me ledve. -however, dear Miss Talbot, most sin-
cerely: to wish,.iyou  may very .seldom, if it were.
possible never, feel any stronger argument aainst
human-happiness than spch-an- accidental flagging
of the spirits as’ an hour’s enlivening conversation,
or.a hundred varied amuséments might easily con-
‘quer. These transient fits of oscitation, and inne -
tivity, are: perhaps.no more ‘than 'a necessary’ re-
laxation to the mind, and serve to!quicken itd fa-
culties to & more lively sensation of returmng plba-
suré, . o T '

I am greatly mclmed to be -an advocate for the
happiness of human life, and you will ‘gllow’ my
opinion to be tolerably impartial,: when I' tell you!
that I am at this moment talking in downright eon.
tradiction to what I feel, however —— luckily for
© you, the want of 4 frank puts an end to my speou~
lations, for I believe all the philosophy I mlght utter:
in another sheet would not be wortl sixpenee toi
you, so adieu! &c.

F 2 ' Miss
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Miss TALBOT 7o Mrs. CARTER.
A Cud’desden, Sq;t 7, 1744.

AT length, dear Miss Carter,. have
broke the sleepy charm in which indolence has kept
- me, et me voici, mademoiselle, 3 votre service.

How.have you done this age, hoi have you amused
yourself? what have you read, what have you writ ?
-and what kind of speculatwm have you been en-
- gaged in?

. Have you read the new Fables, writ in the mammer
of Gay, but I think more agreeably? they are -
really very pretty. Dr. Young has new I suppose
done with his. “ Night Thoughts,” he has given us
ene for every night in the week. I do net know
whetker yoa critics and fine folks will allow them
to be poems; but this I am certain of, that they
are excellent i their kind, though they may be of
a kind peculiar to themselves. He shews us the
Muse in her ancient dignity, when she inhabited
temples, and spoke an immortal lapguage, long be-
fore sing-song came into being*.

You

~* With respect to Dr. Young's poetry, Mrs. Carter, as will
be seen, agreed with Miss Talbot; but the Editor has heard
Mrs. Carter say that she wasunuch disappointed in his eonver-
i ai
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..-You .ask my -opinion of tar-water, as if you
knew how great a quack I am in my neighbour-
hood, I have not however ventured to try it on my
poor neighbours, though by what I can learn of it,
it is very good if properly applied. ‘

*Tis very hard I think the good man, who pub-
lished his opinion of it from no other motive than &
general benevolence, should be so vilely abused
for it, as he has been by various paltry scribblers.
But their abuses are supportable; the thing not te
be borne is their spirit of panegyrising, which bas
pursued the ashes of Mr. Pope so unmercifully,
that I could almost expect a satire from the other
world to lash them for it. Seriously it is a morti-
fying thing to see we have nobody among us that
can, or that will write any thing tolerable to honour
the memory of such a man. -

There is something towards the end of your Letter
that gives me real uneasiness, as it mentions your
own being in low spirits, at the very time you was
giving me exgellent advice against indulging them,
However, ] hope we both easily recaover from the.

sation. It appeared to her light, trifling, and full of puns.
The last part of this.character might bave been expected
"The l‘\mnt expressions and tendency to wit, even in his most
serious and affecting compositions, would naturally lcad te
playing uyon vords in cheerful and easy discourse. -

ooy
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gloormy fit (which a thousand little incidents throw
6ne-'into now and then) because we are both I
beliéve -very right in our theery, and equally -ad-
vocatés for the Happiness of huran life, One
may allow it I think to be greatly an overbalance
to its sufferings, and yet find it at the best so tri-
fling and imperfect as not to be more attached to
it, than gratitude and patience dictate, who by the
way oblige us t6 a much more cheerful and con-
tented enjoyment of life, than many serious w rxters
are apt to attend to,

I do not krow whether T ever asked you how
you liked Madame dé Sévigné’s Letters, I ami ab
present much éntertained with them. * There aré
gix volumes in French, two only of which are very
‘prettily translated by an ingenious man who i§
since dead; and who took them from a spurious
and imperfect edition. T wonder nobody has ever
undertaken these, though they would require a
good many notes, and a very eleoant turn of ex-
pression,

I have heen talking of books all this while, and

perhaps you may be more in a humour to hear of .

the gayeties' of a herse'rdce, which I have lately
partaken with as much life and giddiness as if I
loved or cared for nothing’ else Even you, wouldr
have been pleased to see such a collection of pretty

women as qur ball-room was ﬁlled with: and as it

N 7 is
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is.generally'a set of neighbours ‘wha meet therg
and we of this county are. good kind, of socigble
tolks, you cannot easily conceive any thing, morg
lively and good-tempered. I add thig that you may
see I converse with the living as well as the dead=:
and now that you may not die that saddest of al]
deaths, mourir d'ennyi, 1 will conclude. I forgot
to say that the Bishob of Oxford desites you wil}
for the future.enclose );?our, Lattefs to. him, that I.
may nat be cheated of my fourth side

L
¢ ..

. -
P

0
<

" Mas. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
Deal, Oct. 9, 1744,

I can give no very entertaining answer,

dear Miss Talbot to your obliging enquiries after
my proccedings, which will furnish but a dull his-
tory, for I scldom remember to have passed my
time so disagreeably as these last two months. I
have had vile head-aches which have cenfinéd e
most days for some hours to such a lifeless state of
faineantise as might have appeared sufficiently mor-
tifying to ine, it I had not felt a more-sensible pain
from the sad apprehensions of losing one of my
" best
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best friends by the small-pox; this with a constant
su:cession of illness in our own family, has left
me but little Jeisure for that variety of emplayments
which amuse me agreeably enough at another time,
Indeed I cannot tell when I shall be able to get into
my former track again, for this long confinement
has rendered me so extremely plodding and stupid,
that I begin to fear all my gay whimsical ideas,
now I am tolerably at ease, will dwindle into a sober
relish for comfortable life, I don't know that for
this week I bave formed any one scheme but what
has been entirely practicable, or said or done any
one thing that people could either be offended or
pleased with, It is not to be described how pers
fectly muzzy I look, nor what a strange fondness [
have lately acquired for dumplings. Nay, Iam so
far gone, that I much question whether instead of
keeping my senses awake with an enlivening suppep
on green tea, I could not with very splemn satis-
faction regale myself upon lambs wool, or wigs
and ale, and get very quietly to sleep by eight
o'clock without the interruption of a single dream.
In short, my dear, castle building seems to be ut.
terly at an end, and instead of soaring in the air ag
volatile as a sky lark, I shall soon be reduced to
waddle upon earth like a fat goose: dear Miss
Talbot, have compassion on my deplorable case,

and
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and help me to remove this vis inerti, which has
Jaid hold on-all my faculties, by the most effectual
means in the world, a letter from you, which will
certainly give me one of the most enlivening and
happy sensations I am capable of receiving, and I
“hope entirely raise me from this bathos of dullness,
and set me a flying again with so much alacrity that
~—Sublime feriam sidera vertice™.

Well but after all, I have forgot I must say
something about books; I have not seen the new
Fables you mention, unless they are a collection of
some which were first printed separately by one
Mr. Grevil, and which I thought extremely pretty.
Pour les lettres de Madame de Sévigné elles m'ong
. toujours charmées, On y trouve tout ce qu'il y &
de poli, et de spirituel dans la langue Francoise,
Il me semble aussi qu’elles donnent aussi un por-
trait trés naturel du cceur de l'auteur, quj 3 vrai
dire, 3 quelques égards vaut mieux que sa tite,
sur tout quand elle parle de la religion dont elle se
forme des ideés assez ridicules. Etes vous, Ma~
demoiselle, du sentiment de ces gens, qui sen-
puyent tant de cette affection outré qu'elle témoigne
pour sa fille, ou croyez vous avec moi, que cestd

# ¢ Above the crowd I then shall rise
And touch with lofty head the skics.” .
Puncombe’s Horace, Book 1. Ode I,

cette
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cette séule circanstance que F'on doit la plus part
des beautes de son - esprit? C’est dommage qu'on
Nait pas conservé les réponses de Madame Grignan.
La vivacité de la mére auroit fait un contraste fort
agréable avec la froideur de la fille. Pour la tra-
duction de ces lettres, je.crois quon y réussiroit
fort mal. Ily a un infinité de tours d'expression
qui dependent entierement du genre de la langue
Frangoise et feroit une fort mauvaise figure dans la
notre. < .
I think I am next to proceed upon Dr. Ydung,
who well deserves the beautiful encomiums you
give him, I really regret there are no more than
seven nights in a week, instead of exclaiming as I
beard a lady when she was told of a fifth——
“ What will that man never have done complain-

ing.” . :
- But as greatly as I admire this book, and as
trifling as most of the criticisms on it appear, I
'cannot help making one objection That the
author has given too gloomy a picture of life, and
toa bad a character of mankind, who, upon the
whole, I am much inclined to believe are a much
better set of beings than some moralists, from a
partial view, think proper to represent them. Indeed
this melancholy turn of thought runs through all of
Dr. Young's writings, but in no where so'much as
in what he calls his “ True Estimate of Human
' Life,”
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Life,” one of the most sombre pieces surely that
ever a splenetic imagination drew. -

I imagine you have seen the Life of Savage*®,
and Letters from Felicia to Charlotte. I am told,
but I have not seen it, that Mr. Warburton has
wrote something against the Pleasures of Iiagina-
tion; it must surely be a strange rage of criticism,
that would: drivé him to quari‘el with one of the
most béantiful, and as far as T can judge, the most:
unexceptionable poem in our lanouaoe. What
can he have said against it? I must not forget to
ask you too whether yoa can satisfy my c¢uriosity
who was the author of a Vision inscribed to Mr.
Pitt, on his translation of Vlryl which I was ex~
tremely pleased with.

I am very much obliged to the Bishop for his
polite attention, and hope you have armed yourself
with patience to wade through this fourth side,
You are certainly in the right that I should have
been pleased with such an agreeable sight as you
describe your ball-room, and I would have divested
myself of all national prejudices, to make a fair
comparison between the pretty ladies of Oxford:
shire and those of Kent, who really make a very
charming appearance- at a Canterbury assembly.

® This was Dr, Johusow’s Life of Sevage, then just pubo
lished,

To
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To my great grief we are going to lose one of our
most celebrated beauties, Miss Bethia D’Aeth ®, (I
believe you know something of her) who is going
entirely to leave this country, which will deprive
me of some very happy hours in her company, and
her of one of the most delightful situations in the
world, which she quits with great regret. Indeed
the softness of her temper, and the elegant turn
.of her mind and understanding, are much better
suited to the poetical pleasures of Knolton Grove,
than the hurrying diversions of a noisy town; she
always put me in mind of that line of Narcissa—
Soft melancholy, &c. &c. But I forget while talk-
_ing on a subject that delights me, you have heen
tired an hour ago.  Assure yourself, &c. &c.

A v v g v 4 =

Miss TALBOT 710 Mgzs. CARTER.

Cuddesden, Nov. 15, 1744,

InpEED, dear Miss Carter, if you will
persist in quoting Latin to me, I must insist upon

* Daughter of Sir Thomas D’Aeth, of Knolton, Bart,
_She was married first to Herbert Palmer, Esq. and sccondly
to Lieut. Col. Cornan. To this lady Mrs. Carter addressed
the poem, written in this year, which beginy “ Say dear Be-
thia,” &c, :

11
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ft that ybu Wwrite your Letters in a larger hand; for
as I am obliged to apply to the Bishop of Oxford
before I can understand them, it is highly neces-
sary they should be in some degree visible.

To be serious, I thank you for a most agreeable
Letter, though the beginning of it gave me a good
deal of pain to find you had been in such a me-
lancholy way. "By this time you feel the high joy
of ease after pain, and peace after anxiety, the
highest indeed human nature is capable of, except
just when it is taking a flight to the stars, upon the
wings of some sublime speculation, and I dare say
before this time your goose is metamorphosed into
an eagle, and has taken very many such ethereal
journies, while I, poor mortal, alas for me! am
chiefly conversant in the price of flax, and the dif-
ferent merits of my spinsters. At least, I canfly
no further than plain English will help me, (for as '
for French and Italian, they certainly do not raise
one’s speculations, though they vary them very
agreeably,) but they rather serve to waft a butter-
fly over a gay parterre, than to assist even a lark in
ascending; however, while Mr. Pascal is extant in
French, this censure should rather be confined to
the soft Italian.

Pour les Lettres de Madame de Sévigné, je
trouve comme vous qu'il 0’y a rien de plus agréable
ni de plus interessant que cette tendresse maternelle

dont
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dont chaque feuille est remplie. Mais je trouve
aussi qu’elle en faisvit trop. absolument le borheur
et le malheur de sa vie; que son attachement étoit
trop vive pour un monde aussi ' passager: que celui
¢i; que ses-momens ctoient trop occupés par des
tendres souvenirs, et des regrets vains. et inutiles;
mais dans- toyt <eld méme il y a une beanté ini-
' mitzble. _Et ces gens si aimable et qui yaimoient
si ' parfaitement, ne $rouvez vOoys pas que souyent
ils passoient ensemble des beures-trés désagréables,
quils .avoient des  humeurs et des bisarreries. Je
ne sais,  Mademoisselle, si celd vous frappe comme
miol, .je ny trouve rien de desavantageuse pour
Madame de-8¢évigné ni sa fille; mais j'y trouve par-
faiterhent dépeinte llmpertecnon de toute societé
lmmame L '

- 'If 1 run on so, you wxll thmk me as gloomy as
good Dr. Young; but let e vindicate myself by
distinguishing. between -incomplete enjoyment :and
Bone at all, and between: a reasonable and a sple- -
netic view of the warld. .. If. every body has a
mizture in their character, let:it be acknowledged
that a mixture inplies good as well as bad,. and
that .the:best practical use. of such kind - of reflecs
tions is to enjoy the good cheerfully,. :that one
may make the most of it, and ‘slight whatever.
is dnsagreeable, as what is usual .and (0 be exs
pected. B S A

.o 1 envy



- T'envy you the pleasure of reading Antoninus in
his own words; nobody ever. made more reasoriable
observations than hin. I know nothmg of . thc
vision you mention. As for Mr. Warburton's ob-
servations -on that noble, that charming, that ex-

cellent poem, I am told. they were on the least

poetical . part of it (that which conceras ridicule),
and :chiefly on the notes.even of that, which he
thaught went upon a wrong principle of - Lord
Shaftesbury’s, whe surely (do not be angry with
me) had.some.as wrong and. dangerous as ever
mingled their ill mﬂnence with a fine genius. I
am, &c. .

[N

Mzs. CARTER ro0. Miss TALBOT.

. Deal, Dec.'5, 1744.

Y - 1.proMisE for the future, dear: Miss

Talbot, to be very good, and not to write ift ary
language which you are resolved not té under-
stand yourself; for the thoughts of your shewing
sy Letters to the Bishop of Oxford has frightened
me out of my wits, ‘and -will be an effectudl re-
straint to any display of my learning by way of
quotations. However, if you had let me gené*ah

quietly



~

80

quietly you would soon have seen to the end of it,
for I have the faculty of forgetting one day what 1
rvead the last.

I was pleased to find you express 20 much re-
gard for Marcus Antoninus, whom I always read
with great delight, though I am sorry he bhad so
wrong an idea of the Christian religion. I am
now deeply engaged in an author that makes me
kalf mad, Thucydides; however, I have begun
and intend to persevere, if it is only to get over
the difficulty of it, for the histery does not give me
half the pleasure I expected. .One would think
the man had been a heavy Lacedemonian, for
there is really very little of the genius of a sprightly
Athenian in it, but all seems laboured and con=
strained. You will certainly think me mightily set
on the happiness of puzzling myself, when I tell

~ you another of my employments is the dectrine of’
quadratic equations, which, with the addition of

much cogjtabundity over the riddles in the Ladies’

Almanack, gives me an air of very profound

study. , ' '

Iwas in hopes of making some progress in read-
ing this winter, as I am likely to spend it where I
do not meet with many interruptions, but I fear it
-will prove an impracticable scheme; for whatever
inclination I may have to become more learned, I
find I must content myself with remaining igne-
rant,
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‘tant, of pay very severely for all the unsuccessful
‘efforts I make to the contrary. What & mortifying
consideration is it to the vanity of human unders
“standing that its operations should be so entirely
dependant on the fickle powers of mechanism. If
I did not believe you too wise to need any ‘suth
lesson, I should, from sad expetience; ' caution you
~against the fatal.error people are guilty of, whe
think it possible to improve their understanding
“while they neglect the care of their health. Those .
~who set out on such a mad pursuit after knowledge,
‘run themselves out of breath, and are stopped in
the midst of their career, whein a sober moderate
.pace might have carried them securely to their
point. ’Tis after all very absurd to expect a watch
should go well, when one hLas ruined the very
springs on which its motion depends.—What a wil-
-derness of metaphors am I rambling through.

As to Madame Sévigné, it must be confessed
“her fondriess was. carried rather too far, -but this
‘excess admits of some excuse. The natural turn
of her temper does not seem to have met with any .
restraint from a regular education, and without
seme particular advantage it is extremely difficult

for such very lively people to keep themselves in
some instance or othér from running mad.. The
very best dispositions of heart are no defence against
this evil; for where the object is innocent, and the
- ¥OL. I G affection,
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affection itself carries a moral appearance, a quick
imaginatian is too much engaged by the first pleas-
ing view to look any fusther, or consider the il}
effects that often arise from a too great attention te
even the best particular attachments. This viva-
city is scarcely to be corrected, umless by a very
early babit of thinking, an advantage which very
few have the happiness to possess.

" 1 perfectly forgive you any censare an my Lord
Shaftesbury, for one half of his warks I never read,
and the other half I have forgot; I just remember
i general that I was greatly oharmed with some
things i the Moralist, and that in others he ap-
peared a very sad reasoner. HHave you ever seen
a Hyma to Science, by the author of the Pleasusas
of Imagination?

. 4 owst tell you the mortal fright we have all
lately been in kere. QOne night, betwgen nine and.
ten, 2 messenger came to the cemamegnding officer
of saldiers in dhis place, with @dwvice that & coRsi-
desable bedy of soldiers were landed at Walmer
, Castle (absut 2 wile from Deal). * The man was
srictly examined, and there appewred po resson o
doubt the truth of what he said, S the soldirrs
(absut 70) were dramm out, and an alerm beat g0
call the townsmen to tske their ssms, which they
did with great spirit. An expross was thes dis-
patdhed to:a aman of ‘war in the Deowns for fortier

. . assistance,




83

fissistince, and a boat was filled -with -satlors well
darmed and ordered ashore. Never was such -a
scene of uproar and confusion; women aud chil-
dren squeakirig through the streets, drums beating,
bells ringing, signals flashing, and the guns from
the ships and Deal Castle firing. Various were
the accounts that every passenger brought, ¢hat
the French had taken Walmer Castle, knocked
dowa the village, killed and eat the inhabitants, &e.
&c. &c. &c. Well, it was to be our turn next,
and ecvery body was in expectation every minute of
seeing the cannibals enter the town: when, after
about two hours fright, it appeared that the alarm
had nothing in it.

The ground -of all this alarm was two idle young
fellows, who had got into Walmer Castle, (which,
to the honour of several officers who have standing
salaries, is guarded by two.old women,) and making
a strange noise with their sticks, frightesed them
aud their fears supplied all the rest; they raniinto the
village, declaring the French had got possegsion of
the castle, and that they had ;sgen 200 (supposed
to be cows quietly grazing on & common.) Upog
this the men took 4o their arms, .thg womem ran
away, and the above messenger was.sent 4o Dwal,
Lo be sure the .man rthought he was doing some-
thing to his immortel glory by the meaner in which

1 am -t0ld be procleimed himeelf :through Bedl

@3 . streety
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SN - un Joun Redman, of Walmer, come

« = rrench are landed.”
.. sat, 1 must honestly confess I never
-s ~ . nxd mmy whole life; my fright, how-
. v aud xxve been less if I could have heard
v. 1o v .aler said about it, but he was laid hold
« » sy a number of people to comfort their
w0, sants, and grannies, that I could searce
«+ s of him during the whole bustle. After

-

so~ tomg story, I shall only say adieu, &c.

Miss TALBOT to Mgrs. CARTER.
Cuddesden, Jan. 6, 1745.

- Many happy returns of the new year ta
you, dear Miss Carter. I do mot know how to.
yary the phrase genteelly, but as I cannot help
framing a thousand good wishes fer you, so I
canrot owit this opportumty of expressmg them to
ou.

! Aud now {this tcmble Bishop of Oxford, that
you are so afraid of, not being standing at my elbow,
but alas for .us, a great many mies off)) I will
lay your Letter open before me,.and enter into con-
versation,  As nOUimg keePS i up: so. welk as &
e little

<
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Nttle spirit of contradiction, the first thing-I-think
it proper to.take notice of is what you say about
Thucydides, whom, from this same conversible
spirit, I find myself just now disposed to commend;
though the truth is, when I heard "him read thig
summer, he did not answer my expectations ; yet
it must certainly be allowed, that even when. his
thoughts are worded by Mr. Hobbes, there is a
closeness and correctness in them that gives ane. a
very high opinion of his judgment and veracity.

- He seems to me an author of great gravity and

weight, one that one cannot but have a great respect
for, and whom it seems more creditable to commend
than authors of less plainness and more ornament.
I own, however, I thought of him just what you
do, and over-and above, I am very much offended
with him on behalf of all the Grecian ladies, of
whom he does not think fit to-mention one through
his whole history ; and inideed of all ladies in gene-
ral, to whom he gives a very civil admonition in one

. of Pericles’ speeclies, to keep themselves in quiet, .

and make themselves. as little talked of as possible: -

- I wish you would give' me a politer itranslation of

this passage than Hobbes has done.- I got some
gentlemen to look into the Greek, and they brought

_ me a wicked note out of the old scholiast that makes

every thing ten times worse. He:says, that modes
R | | i
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fis the only virtue tliat can belomg tg wémen, fo¥
they have neither pruderice, justice, nor fortitude.

Well; in my poor opinion, who am so prudent

thus I would fain make Pericles and Thucydides
#pédak civilly to me, and to do them jusfice, have
¢vnrage ¢nough to oppose the séntiment of thia
veherable pedant, the admonition has a much more
delicate meaning; and a very jost one. Gentleness
and reseyve are such- becoming qualities, that it is
perhaps nd inconsiderable privilege of our sex to be
placed"» amongst fair Virtue's silept irain. Fhe
well-bred Perieles did not mean to say, Go mind
Your spinning and: hold your tongues—bhut what he
Jdid mean to say I will leave it to you to tell me.

After Thueydidés we resd Herodotus. I wag
Pleaged with: M beyond my expectation; he struck
e mors ¥ an dgreeable, good-humoured, chite
8¢ companion, - than a formidable author, and the
ghave futher 6f history. I do:not know: whettlier hie
Wus Hof thé sarrie Kind of genias with Ariosto, orly
Miowing for the. superivrity of Gireece above Haly,
#id: 8P wint! hdg truth for its fourrdation fo mere
fortwncd. Ja Thugydides: F lind scarce met witk
8fis indtanée of hurode virtwe: Poot Nicies was o
. otk gorv of man, Bus much like one of ux in these
Mo oges: 16 ane cdould Beve been transparted
Wch ald av. onve. intd ampiveny Anleins;. I faricy ene

should .
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should have been surprized to see men, women, and
children look, move, and talk in the same kind of
way that we do in Ingland; ’tis the same kind of
feel one has from reading these original authors.
There is a kind of poetry in the imagination that
dresses up distant times and people in a higher way
than any reality can answer, and this is not a little
helped out by reading the ancient histories of mo-
dern authors, who have all writ in the same orna-
mented way. Perhaps this observation is not a just
one, and so I will have done with it. One word
more about Thucydides, as his is the history of a
civil war, in his own times, my English vanity could
not help comparing it with my Lord Clarendon’s,
surely he is much beyond them all.

I run on without mercy, and do not consider that
poor aching head of your’s; I beg you will take
for yourself the good adyice you gave me, and do
not sacrifice your health, either to riddles, Greek,
or mathematics, as I am determined to preserve
mine in spight of tent work, painting, and that
strongest of all temptations, the poring over books
by the fire side. I shall soon be got out of the
reach of this temptation, for your next Letter will
probably find me in London. In the mean time I
advise you to lay aside all your abstruse studies,
and read none but R. B.’s books, or the History of
the seyen Champions, or, what I have just finished,

‘ Cassandra,
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Cassandra. Or if you had rather aspire to the
character of an author, pray write me some plain
hooks that shall be just on a level with the capa~
city of my farmers and spinners, and weavers, and
teach them useful sentiments in an amusing lively
way. Seriously I think something in this way much
wanting, -and might be pretty, I fancy, if the author
of Pamela would undertake it.  Some of the Arch-
bishop of Cambray’s Fables are of this kind *.

‘When I came first into the country, I was all
pastoral in my notions; I fancied that all shepherds
could play on the flute and talk eclogues. Some
-years have set me right on this head, but I still
wish those poor people to partake something more
of the improvements of the mind than they do.

I am quite converted to Madame Sévigné, I do
not know so charming a book. The Ode to Science
I never saw. Your History of the Invasion of
Deal by the French, in the year 1744, is a most
incomparable story, most admirably told. Poor
John Redman of Walmer! What a volume I have
wrote, youx"s, &c.

* This idea has since heen ably realized by one of her own
sex, in Mrs. lannah More’s ¢ Stories for Persons of the
middle Rank,” and her ¢ Ballads.” To lower herself- to the
level of the ignorant and uneducated, and employ all the
powers of her strong and cultivated mind for the benefit of
her fellow-creatures, regardless equally of fame gnd profit,
deserves no common praise ; but it will surely Aave ¢ts reward.

Miss
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"Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.

London, March 2, 1745.

THis town, my dear Miss Carter, makes
me so perfectly idle, the very air of it is infected,
and there is no resisting its influence; and to this
alone must you attribute my long silence, nor
should I have awoke out of my dream of indolence,
bad I not been told that Miss Peggy Carter * had
been at my door (unfortunately while I was abroad)
and it immediately occured to my vanity that you
had sent her express to know whether I was dead or
alive. Whether in the days of Mr. Bickerstaff I
should not have been reckoned among the dead, is
I think by no means clear. I am sure one lives to
no one purpose of a rational being all those hours
that are spent at the modern assemblies: yet to
these all conversation is sacrificed ; friendly visits,
and private parties, are things gone out of the
weorld; and Handel, once so crowded, plays to
empty wallsin that opera house where there used to
be a constant audience as long as there were any
dancers to be seen. Unfashionable that I am, I

® Sister to Mrs, Carter, and afterwards wife of the Rev.
Dr. Pennington.
was



90

was I own highly delighted the other night at his
last oratorio. ’'Tis called Belshazzer, the story the
taking of Babylon by Cyrus; and the music, in
spight of all that very bad performers could do to
spoil it, equal to any thing I ever heard. There is
4 chorud of Babylonians deriding Cyrus from their
walls, that has the best expression- of scornful
Jaughter imaginable. Another of the Jews, where
the name, Jeliovah, is introduced first with a mo-
saent’s silenpe, and then with a full swell of music
so solemi, that I think it is the most striking lesson
-against common genteel swearing I ever met with.
You will think I am run mad, musically mad,
if I go on any longer on the subject; but as it is
tather more fashionable to rum mad about Mr.
_ Thomson’s play, I will change my theme, and talk
to you of Tancred. I want much to know how
you like it, at this distance T would lay any waget
you do not like it so well as your sister does, who
¢ertainly cannot be yout sister, and not have been
to see it long dago.  Every body agrees that no play
was ever.so much improyed i acting, at least hot
sintce the Boothts and Bettertons *.  That first scené
~ especially,

* No wonder, for Garrick acted Tancred, and Mrs. Cibber,
' Sigisfiuhde. Sheridatt performed Biffredi. The play was
brought out under the auspices of two celebrated statesnicn,
William Pjtt, afterwards Earl of Chatham, and Sir George,

. ' aftere
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sspecially, where Siffredi discovers to Tascred wha
he is, pleased me almost heyond any thing I evet
saw, indeed even before I saw it, that scene was
my favourite. But what do you think of the stery,
and what of the style?

Have you seen Mr. Akendide’s new Odes’ they
are all, I believe good, but especially that against
Suspicion, and another upon Cheerfulness. Theré
is a poem upon Sickness, that Hes some images
and descriptions in it dreadfully bold and find, atid
that to me give quite the promise of & genius,
There is & book of Dialogues upori Education thed
I fancy you will be extremely pleased with. S
fruch for books, it is but fair I thidk to tengien
the general character of those just publishgd td-
ponc’s frionds st a distance; after all W is WoPg
likely you that dwell with leisure and thé Misey;
ghould ke able fo inform. s tiifling inhabitants of
giis silly Londow of all dtieh mhatiers, whilé ouf
Létters to yau showld Be filled with: the newest
dccouits of fashion; acttuiwie deseription of Frerich
hoops, Venetiap caps, and all such jmplorterit

pfterwards Lord Lyttcltan ; they were both friends to Thomson,
and attended the rehearsals of the play, assisting the actors
with their instryctions. Booth and Betterton had been dead

.some years before Garrick appeared upon the stage.

See Davies’s Life of Garrick, jn which the date is wrong.
: matters,

L 4
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matters, that might enable you to shine away in
the very tip top of the fasmon, at church or at the
ball.

The, ﬁrst part of. the time I was in town, some-
how or other I led a grave home life, and had nothing
to say to apuse ; the last fortnight or three weeks,
I have racketed about, like other people, and then
1 was as _much put to it for time as I had been
before for matter. At last I have got over all diffi-
culties, and here is a tedious long Letter that will
make yon bless your stars that you have not re-
ceived more of the same sort. That you may not
be discouraged from writing to me again, I will
promise you that the next shall be in every respect
better. "It shall come within a due time after I have
received your’s, it shall be as facetious as the books
of conundrums, it shall be filled with news or
politics, or whatever you will give me a hint that,
you have a mind to hear, and shall only resemble
this in the last line, which assures my dear Miss
Carter in every one wnth equal truth how much I
am, &G . o

e My sta’se aad Paclass s d - 0 2 Y

Mgs,
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Mgzs. CARTER o Miss TALBOT.., ’
Deal, dpril 26, 1'745. -

I BY no means, my dear Miss Talbot;
admit your being asleep as a sufficient reasdn for
my bcing mortified by your silence; your dream3
would have more charms for me, than many ether
peoples waking thoughts; but you dont lové
speeches, so I must have done. ’

You ask me my opinion of” Tancred ‘1 had
rather you had told me your’s, as'a sure” gaide to
“form my judgment by, which would kave prevented
my delivering any ‘blundering opinion of wmiy own:
I have really so much pleasure’ in.the beauties of
Mr. Thomson’s writings, and so great a veneration
for the morality of them, that it hurts me to find
any faults ; but yet I cannot help thinking that all
the characters in this play (except Osmond’s) are
unnatural and inconsistent. Was there ever an in=
stance of a man of common sense, who from 4
gincere thoughtful love of virtue, could so shock:
ingly break through all its plainést and most ini-
portant obligations ? Is Tancred’s behaviour, how-
ever the poet may endeavour to account for it, con-
sistent with a very quick temper, a nice sense of
honour, or a heart violently in love? On the con-

trary,
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traty, is fiot one extremely surprized to find Si-
gismunda with all that softness and dejection so
fastily resolve t0 marry Osmord? However, in
spite of all these objections, I am extremely charmed
with several parts of the play. The description of
the King of Sicily’s death, not o mention a hun-
dred other things, is extremely beautiful, and the
tonclusien a most excellent lesson.

I have read one book on Sickness, and am en-
sirely of your opinion abont it, I could not belp
wishing however, that in the place of Chrysostom
-ond Jerome, the author had mentioned Dr. Clarke
or spme other moderns, who I cannot help thinking
o much more hovour to the Christian religion, .and
were much hetter preachers than the venerable de-
glaimers of more carly ages. Yeou tell me nothing
of the Epistle to Curio, was not yeu greatly pleased
with it? I have not seen the Odesnor the Dialogues
on Education, a subjeet which I should be glad to
find (hetter and more fully treated op than I have
yet met with. But I am afraid the mest excellent
instructions that could be given on this head would
be but of little use, as there are so few people whe
have courage enough so far to get over the preju
dices of custom, the false maxims of the world,
and their own affections, as to fallow them.

But to return from this digression to books and
authors, | must tell you the colebrated Mr. Paul

: White-

‘
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Whitehead has been at Deal with a family wheve I'
often visit ; it was my fate to be once in his com-
pany, much against my will, for having naturally’
as strong an antipathy to a wit, as some people
have to a cat, I at first fairly run away to avoid
it; however, I was dragged in at last, and con-
demned by my perverse fortune, to hear part of a
satyre ready for the press*. Considered as paetry
and wit it had some extremely fine strokes, but the
vile practice of exalting some characters and abusing
others, ‘without any color of truth or justice, has
something so shocking in it, that the finest genius
in the world camet, I think, take from the horror,

- and I had much ado to sit with any kind of patience

to hear it out; surely there is nothing more pro-
voking than to see fine talents thus abused, and
wretehedly misapplied.

. 1 .congratulate you on the extreme pleaswre you
take in painting, ip which I am persuaded you must
axcal. I have lately taken great pains to acquire
some little netion of this delightful art, but with
such wwretched success that I begin to lose all
cowrags. I never had any kind of instruction hut
fram wo @rthree books, as utterly unintelligihle to-
10¢ as.#f ‘they mwere writ in the Calmuck language.
In shart 1. heve mothing 40 assist me, but industry

* 4 Hongut, & Setyres” publishad snemafier, in Ahis year. -
2 and
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and a strong inclination, for genius I have none,
and I want mightily to know whether one can make
any progress without it, not that I expect you,
dear Miss Talbot, to inform me, for it is a cir-
cumstance of which you can have no idea. It
would be a great pleasure to me to hear sometimes
what work you are engaged in, and what sort of
painting you are most fond of. I am, &c.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgs. CARTER.
Cuddesden, June 18, 1745.

Youv must know, dear Miss Carter, I
began a long Letter to you three weeks ago; but
probably you do know it, for I imagine some fairy
conveyed it to Deal, unsealed, and unfinished,
thinking it long enough without the additions I in-
tended, the certain fact is, that it is vanished and
gone out of my drawer, however I will attempt
another in its stead, and if it does not meet with
the same fate, the date of it will inform you that
your next must be directed to Oxfordshire. For
the last fortnight or somewhat more, I have inha-
bited such poetical shades, that if I had had the
least genius for description, I oughtabove all thirigs
.« .- ' to

8
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to have writ to you.from thence. To be.sure you
myst often have heard Mr. Wright talk in - high
strains of Wrest Gardens®, and if you were ac-
~.quainted with the possessor of them I should not
~ need many words to persuade you how happy I
‘was there. While people are in a state of enchant-
ment they are not used to be good for much, and
therefore you will not wonder if I indulged myself in
pertect idieness, and left all my correspondents to
amuyse themselves, with their own speculatlons, per-
fectly uninterrupted by any line from me..
_ Being now returned to my quiet home, -where I
am probably fixed for seven.months to cpme, it is
time to pay some court to those upon whose Lette,x ]
I must chiefly depend for amusement in the dead
time of, the year. At present every bird is a cor~
panion, every field a gay place; but summer; alas !
has. wings, and these gay fields will be .as bleak
before I leave them, as they were whem I last
parted from them——One would think I was
desiring you not to write to me again till you did it
fo s wish me a merry Christmas, but upon my word
it is the mere lgve of talkmg, and nothmg else that

ne Wr(;t, in Bedfordshlre, for many ages the seat of the
,noble and venerable family of Grey. It now belongs to Amahel,
‘Baroness Lucas, great grandaughter to Henr), Duke of Kmt,
theilast male heir of that branch of the family.

%7 VOL. I, H has
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has hurried me into’this strarigé dlzfession’ npoh

sumuier and winter,’ 0 prd) do not mrstaké the—"
"I’ thihk i#t'is a inexim of thde' pEllos(Jphy, thit
we should sotroot out our natural inclinations; 'but
ouly try to ithprove-them fo the best 'purposes.
Since T have this-fit of talking upon me, T will
¢'eh harangue upon painting ‘and”drawing, 'whicb
you in great humility’ dcsned ine to’ do; what's
degree of huinility that 3 is of 'your's; to” 5maumc‘l
can givé you any -iitformatiorn abaut’it, you'w -ould
quickly peicéive; if ahy of-n .ty ‘edpital drawings
were small enotigh-to. go info a“Lettes, Yor indeed
they make so poo!' &-fiquie, that T never see any of
them -hung up but it puts me dut of Humaoir, Y
learn of a- good imaster, *but am wuch too’ ﬁhf)zl-
tient, “and tou wolatile to give half the time. anid'ap-
plication'that arc’ necessary to tmake' any’ thifig 'to-
ferable, yet I undertake Jarge pictires; like tuf'm-
eonsiderate goose as.I am, arid Yher tiave the ‘riot-
tificafiosi to leave thém unfinished. This is a:c&'_t"a’] '
my vase with & fine holy family of Caro Maraiti’s,
which T began last winter (and two or thice otlfer
pictures at “the same #ime)"in‘cragons;: and which
must now want the pcrfectm«r touches till I cbruary
or March. At the same time T had unden taken to
Jearn perspective of Mr. Wright. Ihope fromaﬁ
these things I shall in tine learn discrekion at-least,
oo . o and
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and not to b thus perpetually aimirig de prendre 1d
lune avec les dents.

Well now for what you ask me about drawiﬁg-.
If you would be a good painter, drawing iri black
and white must be your principal attention for some
years: and in drawing you must attend not so much
to the finishing and shading as to' the exactness and
spirit of the outline. For this you must copy froul
the best prints of the best masters, and the simple
the figures you begin with the better. Raphael’s
bible is my passion at present, but for that you
must consult your own taste, since nobody ever
does & drawing well that they are not.pleased with.
Only beware of French and Dutch painters, and
begin with figures rather than landscapes, and
rather de.nothing at all, than any thing'‘from a bad
original. A pen and -ink or Indian ink is much
preferable.ta a'bad pencil.. (toupymmde me begin
with a pen-and ink, because as those faults .cannot
‘e easily effaced it naturally makes one mare carefuk
- When I speak against copying landscapes froma
prints, k. dont mean to say anything of taking .
sketches from nature, which is a different art atid a
vary pretty one to be sure, -

My own greatest amusement in pamtma, is domg
flowers from- the life in water colours, there is al-
ways- some-elegance int these imitations of nature,
.and orwulals of this sort have a spirit very differént

H 2 from
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from any copy one could make from a painted flower
piece: besides it is @ great improvement to one
both -in drawi ing and colouring, and has no difficulty
_or tediousness ¥, :

* Thanks for your recommendmg me I'Eloge de la
Folie; some time ago, I met with it at-Wrest, and
was highly diverted both with the book, and Holben s
cuts, which are surely excellent in their kind, dnd
fumlshed us mfmy alaugh. Adieu! &c.

1 e

sts TALBOT TO Mns .CARTER.
(,uddesdcn, Ju[y ‘2_), 1745

It is your own fault, dear Miss CGarter,
if you are surprized ‘with a second Letter' before
. my last:is answered, though I own I deserve it;

but I-think you so naturally kind, thatT hegin to
fear it is .illness, and not malice o¢ indolence that
has kept you silent so ‘lohg; or perhaps as the
subjeet of my. Letter was painting,: you intend to
answer it m hieroglyphic, -and stay to-delineate and
colour a page or two of ingenious rebuses.—Or who

.* The editor is in passession.of scveral pieces.of this kind,
dunc by Miss Talbot, with great spirit and elegance. He has
alsn a land.slnp in ‘\Ittl' colours by her, whlch is muth admlred

R " knows

1 A
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knows after all, but the “French may have made’s
descent atid run away with you to supply their want
of @ Madame Dacier;- well then you will be a stil
more amusing correspondent than ever, therefore
pray do not drop me, butlet me know what is th
state of bel esprit at Paris, I am sure we Have' very
little of it in England. Not a new book hasshewed
its head 'this century; but the comfort is, old ones
wille bear reading over- very often, ‘and in truth I
think there is full as much pleasure in reading a very
excellent: book the fifth- or sixth time, as if one had
# freeh from the press. One’s curiosity is too eagef
and hasty at first,: but: afterivards one is at Ieisuré
ta dwell upon the beauties; one has a general 1dea
of the whole, and can stopat what particular purg
one pleases. Nay one has a joy of a peculiar kind,
in life  one -is unwilling to part’with an agreeable
moment because one knows it will never come again,

“ Relentless time no mortal posver

Can stop, or stay his fAying speed, ; i
. Swifter than thought he runs, he flies,

'The present hour for ever dies,”

but in books one can almost do this, and by turning
back to a fine passage recall the pleasure of .the fmt
moment when one will.

I am expericncing this in Milton and Dante.

Indeed the last, as itis but my second time of

readmg



102

reading him, ] am by no means mistress of yet;
I can see amazing strokes of beauty -in several
‘passages, but the whole I have as yet no compre~
hension of. If you are fond of drawing plans, I
wish you would send me a sketch of his Seven
Circles of Inferno, For our family book we are
reading Dion Cassius translated from Xiphilin *;
it is surely a great pity we have ne better transla.
tions of mast of the Greek histarians; we - lately

read one .of Arrian’s life of Alexander, which was

full of faults, and yet with all that disadvantage an
admirable book, but few clever people will deign
to emplay themselves in making translations, and
if they would favour the world with making origi-
nals one would never complain of them; but to he
absolutely idle is not at all allowable, and yet so is
most part of the world at present. Our.aymies
“arc idle abroad, our young people are idle at the
universities, our presses are idle for want of idle
books to employ them, and I out of mere idleness
~ am tresspassing on your time, which it is possible
you might employ just as idly without this Letter
as with it, so I will make no apologies, but anly
add, &e.

® That is, from Xiphilin's abridgment of him, |

' Mss.




103
- a, _ N .-!',) .,.,-,~

' Mns CARTER TO Mlss TALBOT

Lan(erbllfy, .d"gb l’ ! 17455
et f

1 wisu I had been so lucky, dear sts
Talbot as 10 be acquainted with some such spnnhtly
intelligence @s you wention, that might have con-
veyed .your Letter to me, and saved me a great
deal .of impatience; for elas, I did not .discover,
even by an impulse, that you intended me any\s'ucli
favour ; but remember the Letter is absolutely mine,
and to be restored to me should it; ever again find
its way into the draw er, though ns to«be feared. it,
stand§ but a very had chance, unless the sylph who
stole it cannot read.

1 am set down to. write to. you at (..'mterbury, for
the very reason you would not write to me in Bed-—
fordshire, viz, that I-amn extremely happy, and”’ tis
no dpubt of vast importance to you ta know lt
Whatever -poctical shades or engha,ptmg company
you might meet w ith, youwould not fecl more.pﬁ:gg.
sure than I doin a place, and set of acquaintance;,.
where I always spend. the most agreeable hours .of
py life. . Ihave been for two months the gayest-of
ajl, mgqrtals without any assistance from public di,
versiops 3. thqugh 1. am, surrounded by, plays and,
assemblics, I bave not seen gne. ... For the pynisin
Sl T ‘ ment

EE N
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ment of my iniquities I was once drawn in at
a , what shall I call it? a drum, a rout, a
racket, a hurricane, an uproar, a something, in
short, : that was the utter confusion of all sense and-
meaning, where every charm in conversation was
drove away by that foe to human society whist ; in
a word;- 'where I was kept up muzzing and half dead
with sleep and vexatiou till one in the morning, and
from that time made a resolution, in whatever com=
~ pany I'meta pack of cards, to Ay from it as from
‘the ‘face of a scrpent. 1 have often borne such a
situation with better tcmper among- people I was
more indifferent to, but it was beyond ‘all mortal
sufferance to”sce such a change in those whom I
knew to be capahle of the most enlivening enter-
tainment ; for they positively looked as stupid as-
dormice, and whenever they did speak, it was in a.
Janguage utterly unintelligible, If jou have not so'
great an aversion to cards'as I have, ’tis impossible
for you to comprehend the force of my calamity.’

* I should have been extremely obliged to you if
you had executed -your intention of sending me a.
drawing; whether it had been well or ill done T
should neijther have known or cared; as its greatest
value ‘to me would have Leen' that it came from'
vou. ' T am much obliged for” the’instructions you
s0 krndly sent me about drnwmg, though ¥ fear
they w.ii be of little'use, as 1 am' in reality, what

e 1 believe
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I beheve you only to be in descnptlon too voiat:le
and impatient to apply myself long enough to any.
dne thing to make any tolerable’ proﬁcnency in it,
My present reigning seheme is'music. '~ Having for
some time past made a composition of noises be’;
tween the hissing of a snake and the lowing of a
cow, upon a German flute, I am now set down to
a spinpet, which unfortunately stood in my. way,
and before I can play three bars in one tune, am

trying at a dozen, by which means I shall :never

finish any. 1 have often lamented this restless

dissipation of thought that still sends me rambling

after some new pursuit; but as all my endeavours
to prevent it are ineffectual, I contcnt myself with
thinking it is a ‘superficial world one lives ip, and
superficial - understandings “suit it ‘best ;' so vive Ia

bagatelle, Tl €'en trifle o’n and be contcnted
"You nced not have made’ any ‘apology for your
digressions-on summer and winter, for nobody thinks
of feels ‘tore about summer and-winter than 1 dec.
Tis'not to be told how I have enjoyed this fair®
season of roses and ‘jessamines and flowering limes;
though not without some sorrowful reflections om
my folly for'corhmg to Canterbury at e time when
I miglit be extremely happy withdut it, ‘and " think
of' tccurmno to spend a long wmter hstenmg to the
il‘da u'td waies at Deal s
o 1 have

1
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. I have heard nothing from: Mr. Wright for time
immemorial, so belike he may be taking a trip to
the moon. Adieu. I am in a violent burry (net
to go after him but) to dress for a horse-race and an
assembly This Letter has been beguna month, 3
is time therefore I should say, &c. ;

“Mgas. CARTER to Miss TALBOT. -

Canterbury, Aug. 8, 1745,

. DEAR MI85. TALBOT,
'NOTWITHSTANDING all the skmme and
eonfusion I felt at reading your Lettcr, it gave me
so much pleasure that I can hardly, repent of my
unjustifiable behaviour that occasioned it. I believe
. before this you bave bad proof that 1 am neither
dcad, por run away with by the French, though how
soon the last may happen I know not,. for never dd
I remember any time when there was so much ap-
pearancq of it, .

1 perfectly agree with you in the pleaaurc there
is in readmg an excellent book. the fifth qr sixth
time, It is.a great consolatnon to me ta.find you
are not a perfect mistress of Dﬂme, for I was
greatly mortified in looking over it last summer to

perceive




107

perceive 'it 80 ‘much beyond mry comprehension,
whereas I now think it very marvellous I could
make out a single line. I have just begun a boak
which- po doubt you have long siace read, Dr.
Rutherforth’s Essay op Virtue. I am very well
pleased with his notions as far as I have read and
can understand themn, but there seems to be. such
an ohscurity in his language that I am often puziled
to make out the construction. I hope my intellects
will clear up a little as I get better acquaioted
with his style. As to Xiphilin, I never saw nor
beard of such a name, though I honour the laak aof
it extremely as it seems to be Greek *,

After all ‘the instances I have . already given, I
must tell you thet pour surcroit d’ignorance I have
received a Letter fiom Mr. Wright, of which I do
not understand o word. To excuse my own dull~
ness, I am apt to believe-the poor man’s head is
turned, as he seems to insinuate he has lately fallen
in love, which, as I have read in several books, is
very apt to turn people’s heads. Be this as it will,
I know not what to make of his Letter, only that
upan the whole, it was charitably intended for my
reformation ; but this I need in so many inftances

'® Modern Greek, which accounts for Mrs. Carter's ignope
ance of the pame, Sce a short account of him in the Bing,
Diet.

that
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that 'tis impossible to find out what felks médani
when they talk in general. 1 have wrote to him iri
great haste for an exact catalogue of my etrors;
and have borrowed a larum' against it comes, that
it may wake me every mern at five o'clock, ‘that I
may endeavour fo amend them: '

‘T-am’ helf- dedd with the head-ach, and cannot
make up:the sum. of fiiy nonsense in prose, 50 you
shall have it ready wrote in verse. Dr. Walwyn,
to whom this house belongs, talks of cutting down
a sét of trees that form a very pretty romantic gloom
becausc -they prevent the ripening of the: fruit,
which has been a source of great -affliction to Miss.
Hall and ie; and to please her what I have en-

- closed was wrote ®*. I must not conclude without
telling you; what scems very strange, that in every:
other respect, saviag the article  of cutting down:
trecs, the Doctor is as worthy a man as I know.:
Tam; &c

& . ' : - : Ny
* Qee the poem, p» 389. quar(o edition. The trecs however.

vcrc not spared. ‘
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- Muss TALBOT TO Mns CARTER

.
M |

C\lddesdcn, Scpt 4-, 1745
. DEaR MISS CARTF/R, ‘

. Lm‘ insipid people wait;, t.here, are Leta
ters which I have owed longer than this, but nopq

that I have,so much inclination to gnswer. as.your’s;
and why should poor inclination be always crossed

“and snubbed? In many an instance it must, .and

must is unanswerable, but for on'ce‘l; am determined
to follow its dictates. I hope Dr. Walwyn will
not take up the same resolution, and follow his
own inclinatigns against advice so elegantly given,;
1 am quitc interested in the fate of your favourite
trees, but cennot find jn my heart to b sorry
they wereithreasened. . Alss, if they. pad ot been
in danger, I should never-have known they had
been in being. . I have no great idca of the charm
there is .in, the word property, except when I am
trembling. for some shad) elms that are the property
of a nelghbourmg squire.. , I used really to. think

that it was very good of. my neighburs to take all

the pains of cultivating their lands to make me a
flourishing prospect, a.nd never had any, notion that
a meadow would look a bit the _greener for my
bemc able to call it my.own. __But when the sacxir

it . [ legiouy
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legious axes come abroad, I wish I could call the
‘whole country mine. '

How extremely kind it was of you to begin a
Correspondence that gives me so much pleasure ;
but what a pity it is now we are so much better
aoquainted, that we can never meet. The best
comfort under that misfortune i is, that we both like
the places we are in, and can imagine one another
very happy, you amid the gaieties’ of Canterbury,
and I in the dolce ozio of Cuddesden. How-
_ ever, if fortune should ever bring us both to London
at the same time, I should think myself highly
obliged to her, ‘and should flatter mryself with the-
hopes of some agreeable afternoons more rationally
spent than at a drum. And so, poor soul, you
have nig genius for a drum—but you have for a
horse-race, it seems, and in favour of that I for-
give you. Do not ask me whether I have an
aversion to cards®. As the business of life and
the bane of convérsation ¥ have, but in all mixed
company I reverence them; and there is another
sort of company where I really love them, and
that is'among a good-humoured set of people that
- are merry w:thout bomg convers:ble Iama

. Later in life, howover, Mrs Carter ferself was a conVert
t0 cards; and played whist in the eveing, in & qtiet and moe
derate way, with great satisfactions .

1  strange
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strange sort of mortal, ‘but there is no-#musement,
16 empléyment, fio way of life, that'has not ¢harms
for nie’at'on¥’titne or other. T have a greatnétion
that half one’s business in this world is 'té make
the best of every thing, and keep one’s self in cor-
stant good-humour.. I love saciety extremnely, from
the fine folks in town, down to the dirty children
in a vyillage school, or day-labomers with their
hooks andt:scytl‘ies. T love solitade ts excess—1I love
walking because it is. cheerful, and sitting still 4t
home because it is safe and quiet. In short, one
‘ay ‘fihd" Somie feasoh, good or bad, for liking
every thing that i¥ thrown in one’s way. I am sure
-I shionld “like "yout petformance in music of all
“things: for'T have an‘edr just stfited to such harmony
as you desonbe, and eould . (escuse my vamtv) ac-
company“your flute ‘of h&rpsichord with my voice,
avhich i singing is’ somethiniy between the hootmg
of an 6#l and tl"re éhirpmg of a cncket mth now
and 'théd a note of the ‘peacoék.

 Adied.” As a specinierraf my idleness, T send
“you ‘a Fose, whict you' may see T"Yave taken no
freit: Pefing about, 4hd yet dulte as much ds I ever
'86. V' T'hope this will bina you at Cantelbury, be-
"ot B fancy d little idléness and gaiety is much
e for yourbe‘ad-aches than t06 much retirérent
and €ostent stady’ Pray take care of yourself,
“for’ I have prémised 16 introduce ‘you to some dedr
tae friends
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friends of mine if ever we meet. jn Londou, and i
The bell very lucklly for yau,. rings, for
Echurch and I cannet ﬁmsh my sentence or add any
‘more than I.am, &c &c :

Mes. CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT, :
v ' Canterbury, Sepl 20, 1745

, T A very much obliged to yoq, my dear
" Miss Talbot, for your very pretty rose; it; has, I
assure you, bloomed,.and made a.yery. beau'uful
appearance in the desart I have been travelling
over; in the midft of my perplexities I have .stopt
to look and admire it. . I am still more obliged to
you for your Letters, as they are. the best guides 1
‘could meet with to bring me into, & right path, if I
have grace enouoh to follow. their directions,. which
I hope I shall though at; present, such is_the
present state of -things, I muyst visit you in; sack-
cloth and ashgs, as.the habu best. smted to the  DowW
- disposition ‘of my mind. . Indeed -one would net
imagine it, from the lively colours in which I appear
to every body else; but.this is an uneasy.restraint,
‘and I must presume upon ‘your. gopd-nature, and
,;he confessxon you have sometimes made me. of

. being
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being in the same dolorous way, to induige myself
for one half hour in throwing it off. To look gay .
when one is really unhappy is a difficult piece of

dissimulation ; however, it is a duty saciety has a

right to demand, and may be rendered practicable

when one thinks it a virtue. Nothing else surely

can do it. Why you should not enjoy the benefit’
of this virtue as well as other folks, I cannot tell,

_unless it be that I have a- higher opinion of you

than of any body else, and. therefore chuse to ap-

pear before you without any disguise.

- I'do not know I was ever so perfectly out of
humour with the world, and all in it, as I am at
present; a very unpleasant rcverse of my usual
error in liking it perhaps better than*it deserves.
_ Every thing now looks joyless and uncomfortable.
" There is neither light in the sun, nor verdure in
the fields, nor cheerfulness in any human face. I
_ am sick of people of sense becauwse they can-act
like fools, and of fools because they cannot talk
Jike people .of sense, and of myself for being so
absurd as to trouble my head about them. There
is a strange kind of magic in some circumstances -
that can thus alter the whole face of things. A
little while ago I was mightily disposed to be pleased
with all I met with, and now, from ' the same prin-
ciple, I am pleased with nothing, ’Tis surely a
fatal error to give one’s self up to certain enchant-

VOL. L. T menty
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ments that lead the mind into fairy regions of
dreams and shadows, where it is amused and fixed
on lmagmary ‘forms of happiness and perfection,
which vanish with the fickle cause that gave them
being, and one is left in the midst of a wild per-
plexed solitude, astonished, and utterly at a loss
what road to take, or where to meet with any object

to divert it: E '

N | certalnly ought-to be ashamed to think from
‘this - description, my dear Miss Talbot, what &
figure I must appear to you. - I really am ashamed
‘but not sorry, as I find it begins to do me a great
deal of good: the picture I have been drawing of
mysclf is so deformed and sombre that it quite
'shocks me. ~Surely conversing with you has a
wonderful power of harmonizing my thoughts, for
3 find myself getting into good temper apace; me
“voici-donc passablement gai, le monde se repeuple,
‘et tout va‘assez bien. I'll-e’en put on my Venetian
"cap, stick a great sun-flower in my bosom, look
“véry fine, laugh and be as veell pleased with people

and things as T used to be.

Doyou knbw anything abouta scheme for ahbrary
“by owe Mr. Fancourt? Anodd Yooking g kind of man
~called here this morning, and a servant brought me
“word there-was an undertaker wanted to speak to

~me: now as in the midst of all my sorrows I did
not remember I had- given any-orders for a coffin,
Lond T - - the
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the thing somewbat smote me, but I was soon un-
deceived, and found the man:had only an innocent
design of flattering me outof a guinea, which however
I had fortitude enough to resist. I do not at all
comprehend the scheme, but he tells me you approve
it; and if you do, ’tis ten to one whether I do with-
stand, :
o Tam, ptlll at Canterbury, and do not know posi-
tlvely when ] sghall leave it. You certainly think
_I make yisits in the true patriarchal way, and so-
journ with folks for seven years. I am. half mad
to know the conclusion of a sentence in your last
Letter; it was very cruel of you to leave me puzz-
ling myself with a carry witchet. I have a hundred
more things to say but am called to go out, so must
1say adleu’ &e.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgs. CARTER.

BECAUSE you are in low spirits, dear

Miss Carter, and I am not in very high ones, I
think I can scarce do a better thing than to write
to' you. I have felt a great deal of what you .
express; as Durfé says, “ J'ai passé par ce detour
13, et je sais bien de quel pied on y marche,” upon
: 12 the
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the destruction of my cloud built castles and their,
airy inhabitants, I have fancied myself as you do,
left in a’dreary solitude, and said with Anthony,

“ My torch is out, and the world lies before me,
Like a black desart at the approach of night.”

But with the help of some experience, much re-

flection, a little common sense, and a few plain
books, I am grown in a happier state of mind,
and I think much better suited to 'this world. As
well night we expect

Perpetual sunshine and unclouded skies,
As man for ever temperate, just, and wise,

I don’t know whether you ever met the Sermomns
of the Archbishop of Cambrai*. I took up ‘a
volume lately, and was charmed with some senti-
ments upon friendship, indeed 1 never read any’
thing that pleased me more than those sentences,
though the book itself has many strange things in
it, and to be sure no book of a papist upon religion
can be without innumerable absurdities, - But sure
there never was g more amiable turn of mind thgn
this man’s; I will quote two or three sentences,

* Probably the amiable and virtuous Fenglbn; though in
-the list of his works in the Biographical Dictionary no Sermons
are mentioned. ’

. v though
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thiough one .spoils . things strangely by disjointing
them, ‘ .
- ¢ Quand nous aimons les hommes hors de Dieu,
nous les aimons pour nous mémes— si ce n’est pas
Pargent, la faveur que nous y cherchons, cest la
gloire de les aimer sans interét, c'est le gout c'est
la confiance, c'est le plaisir, d'étre aimé par des
gens de merite, qui flatte nétre amour propre

. % Quel est donc le moien d’aimer ses amis?
c'est de les aimer dans lordre de Dieu—c’est
d’aimer en eux ce quiil y amis, et de supporter
pour Pamour de lui la privation de ce qu’il n'y met
pas—L’amour propre, impatient, delicat, jaloux, se
defie sans cesse de soi, et de son ami, il se lasse,
il se dégoute, il trouve par tout de mecomptes: il
voudroit toujours le parfait, et jamais il ne le trouve
—~Celui qui n’attend la perfection d’aucune créature
n’est jamais mécompté en rien. Il aime Dieu, et
ses dons en chaque créature suivant le dégré de
bonté de chacun. Il aime moins ce qui est moins
bon, il aime mieux ce qui est meilleur, il aime
tout, par ce qu’il n’y-a rien qui n’ait quelque petit
bien, qui est le don de Dieu, et que les plus mé-
chans tandis qu’ils sont encore en cette vie peuvent
toujours devenir bons.”

But I will have done with my quotations, for
this is just like coming to see you, and giving up
the whole conversatjon to some third person, for

’ which
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which I confess I have not taciturnity enough, Is
it then really any thing new to you, that people of
sense should act with prudence? Ide not pity you for
having experienced this truth, because the homeliest
truth is better worth having than the most blooming
error; and I believe those live happiest who take
the world as they find it, and see it as it is, tham
those who make a fine fairy world of their ownali
of Dresden china, and peopled with sylphs. There
is such a mixture of folly and infirmity in the best
and wisest of the human race, that we should be
miuch more thankful for the good we meet with,
than disappointed at the bad, But the misfortune
is, that instead of submitting patiently to the infir-
mities and faults of human nature, we are apt to
lay all the blame upon particular people.

Do not think however, that 1 am at all inclined
to that wretched set of writers who try to represent
human nature as utterly base and contemptible;
. on the contrary, I have the highest notions of thosé
noble improvements it is very capable of, only I
see strongly its great fallibility, and that perfection
in any kind is not to be looked for here. In youth
we are apt to form too beautiful ideas ; every thing
in this world, even the highest merit we can meet
with in it, deserves to be treated with some degree
~ of indifference. There is a meoderation ta be ob-

served even jn our justest sentiments, our tenderest

: ' attachments
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attachments and most laudable pursuits. But our-
minds, most evidently made for a state of medio-.
crity, are strangely apt to run into extremes. You.
will meet with a thousand people who-have no.
notion of any intermediate step between imagining .
all excellence in a character, and an absolute an-.
nihilation of it upon the first fault. This occasions :
perpetually what I think gives the most painful.
feeling, that strange contradictory way in which

characters of remarkable people are bandied about

the world. .

Some commend Addison for his learning, his style, :
his moral character: another refers youto Mr. Pope’s.
‘Atticus for his vanity; his. pride, and self-love:.
very well, Mr. Addison had human frailties, and,
so had Mr. Pope, but why are not they compatible.
with great and real virtues in both; why may not_
 we admire them, and many more characters. of
much greater mixture, as amiable, and excellent
men, without any indignation at them for not being
angels ! '

I have run into this long dissertation upon hu-
man nature, to induce you I believe to be recon-
_ciled to some human frailties of my own: you must
know I am easily caught with a plausible story,
love civil speeches to my heart, and run myself
into perpetual scrapes and perplexities for want of
fortitude, which you exerted very properly, in re-

fusing
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fosing poor Mr. Fancourt’s wild scheme. While
he was talking it over to me, I was unhappily tog -
civil to find out the absurdity of it, (for I believe
itis but a silly one, though I knowtwo or three
sensible people who have subscribed.) I did not
indeed promise to subscribe, but I gave him hopes
that if it was generally approved of 1 would—1In
short that disagreeable word NO, can . never find
its way out of my mouth, without so many cir-
cumlocutions that it is often mistaken for yes.

I have left no room for the subject one’s heart
and head is most full of at present, hut talking it
over and over serves to very little other purpose
than to make one quite giddy; we are in the handg
of Providence, and though we are bad enough our-
selves, our cause is the noblest in the world: If
you have any news on your coast’ pray send it me,
God forbid you should have any from France; I
wish from my soul you was further removed from
the-sea side. . Your’s, &c.

Mgrs. CARTER to Miss TALBOT.
Capterbury, Nov. 5, 1745.

"T18 not to be told, dear Miss Talbot,
yvhpt twitches and convulsions Of mind 1 have felt

gvery

\
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. every time that ] have recollected how long yaus
Letter has lain unanswered. I really have been
hurried out of life with returning innumerable visits
made to Mrs. Hall in changing houses, my head -
has been turned round like a whirligig, and
is filled with nothing but bits, and ends, and frag-
mients, hurled round in such quick rotation that
I cannot lay hold on any one. Well, now I hope
to have one half heur to myself, for all the world
are going to see the Latin play, and I for an odd
superstitious reason stay at home. And now I
am talking about Latin plays, I want prodigiously
to know whether you admire Terence. I cannot
for the life of me find that merit in him which most
people do, et sauf la reverence due aux anciens,
I think Colley Cibber a much more maral and
entertaining writer. I should not dare to utter
his opinion in the precincts of the King’s school,
for fear of being thought to have ni Dieu, ni foi,
ni loi, but I trust you with the.depravity of my
taste in hopes you will use some arguments in
favour of Terence to set me right.
" Well, I am returned to ﬁmsh my visit to you,
which was interrupted last night by my being called
away to go to the assembly, where I was highly
entertained with two partners. The first indeed
had no great variety in.him, for he was a most
gomplete piece of solemn dullness. 1 believe -he
o liked
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liked me worse than I did him, for with great
. composure. he walked off and left me to shift for my-
self ‘without signifying his intentions : I believe he
went tosleep in another room, for Ihearda greatsnor-
ing. To compensate for this profound wisdom, my
good fortune next provided me with a prodigiouns
wit, who made extempore rhimes on every man,
woman, chair, and candlestick in the room. He
was onc of the oddest fellows I ever saw, with a
strange kind of a foolish cunning look, and in all
his gestures extremely like a pierroz. I am told
he really has a great deal of wit, ’tis however cer-
tain-he se far condescended to my- capacity, as to
talk nothing but nonsense, and I amply repaid his
civility. by- being as nonsensical as he, so we parted
with very high notions of each other’s' understand-
ing. ‘

I have a great respect for the Archbishop of
Cambrai, but I was very,angry with bim for taking
up so much of your Letter. Your own obser-
vations on the same subject- are capable of doing
me a great deal more good, as I believe you under-
stand it much better. I could never find-any
great conviction in the arguments of those retired
wyiters, who shut themselves up in a study, where
they live in- a state of perfect apathy, and frame
fine elaguent directions to cure people of vexations
which they themselves never felt. Nothing but con-

. A versing
5 .
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versing with the world can give the very best un-
derstandings proper notions of it, or supply them
with proper and affecting arguments to give those
notions to others. Your observations on the judg-
ments we ought to form of others are perfectly na-
tural, and I entirely agree to them. I am pretty
well cured of the fit of extravagance I was in when
I wrote last, and I take all imaginable care not to
relapse; we certainly ought to be particularly cay-
tious not to let disappointments get the better of
that habitual calmness of mind, which I believe to,
be one of the most essential parts of religion.

I can send you no news from the coast te be de-
pended on. Seme accounts there are of transports
and men of war at Dunkirk, others that the French
are to land in open boats some dark night, to eseape
sthe observation: of the fleet. There is certainly
much to be dreaded, but one runs the hazard of
being laughed at in this county, for even supposing
an invasion possible; there is such a security in
every body one meets with here, as is surprizing. .

I am still at' Caaterbury, I wonder Mrs. and
Miss Hall are not tired of me, ‘but that is their
affair, and not mine, for I am very happy.
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-

- Msgss. CARTER 710 Miss TALBOT.

-

Canterbury, Dec. 5, 1745,

: I musT give you a little account, my -
dear Miss Talhot, of our great topic of conversa-
tion here, though possibly you know more about it
than I do. - .

- Two gentlemen and a messenger came in post
chaises to Deal on Thursday; they went first on
board the Admiral, and then all the other ships in
the Downs, where the prisoners of pote were dis-
persed. They returned on shore about eight at
night, and in two hours dispatched back the mes-
senger to London. On Friday they went on board
the Admiral again, in whose ship was .Mr. Rad-
cliffe and his pretended son. On Saturday they
went to Dover Castle to look over the seamen of
the Soleil, about forty in number. All this time a
remarkable secrecy and mysteriousness were car-
ried on. On Sunday arrived two horse guards,
and demanded billets for fourteen more just coming.
Soon after came_a coach and six with two gentle-
men in it, and the messenger. An express came
in Sunday night at nine, and immediately another
was returned to fetch more guards, and fourteen
more came on Nonday. All this apparatus and
. ' affected
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affected reserve made our -suspicions - greatly" in-
crease, that young Radcliffe was the young Pre-
-tender. It blew hard yesterday, but boats at last
went off, and with some hazard brought seven of
the prisoners ashore: they were received by the
soldiers under arms, and as it was past nine o’clock,
it was agreed to keep them at Deal all night. The
person suspected seems not above twenty years old,
has fair hair," inclining to yellow, is fair and ruddy,
short waisted, long chinned, six foot high, and
appears dejected.

Thus far my account from Deal. The prisoners
went through Canterbury this morning; I was in
the room with them, and saw them very particu«
larly. The young man who calls himself Mr. Rad-
cliffe came first into the room, and looked with an
air of authority upon the rest, and, without taking
any notice of his pretended father, placed himself
immediately by the fire; he looked extremely de-
jected, is fair, and has the loek of a Polander; he
is very tall, and looks extremely awkward and
boyish in his make. His whole person was as
unlike as it was possible to Mr. Radcliffe’s. One
of the other prisoners called himself Captain Mac-
donald, and has the most effronterie I ever saw in a
countenance, and looks moreover as if he could eat

up men, women, and children.
The
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The mob-made a great huzzaing for Kirg:Geotge,
-but no insult was offered the prisoner. - The Post is

-going out; I have been in a.hurry alt day wwh this
-uproar, so must finish, &c. g

Miss TALBOT 20 Mgs. CAR.T'ER.
Cuddesden, Dec ll, 1745

: TxE day after I had received yoirr lnst
Letter, dear Miss Carter, I sat down in all haste
of gratitude to thank you for it; but- dbout that
 time reports of the rebels being in full march - to-
wards London, put me into such a panic, and filled
me with such terrible ideas, that I had not strength
to go on. At present by the Duke’s* surprizing
“diligence they seem utterly- disappeinted ‘of their
aim, and by the last accounts appear wearied, irre-
solute, and cast down. If-itbe so, poor unhappy
people, one need not be in any immediate alarm
about them, but indeed at that time I apprehended
every thing from their desperation: And a bold
push has sometimes been so terribly successful, that

* The Duke of Cumberland,
, one
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one knew not what might be the consequences of
their approaching London. I find upon this occa-
sion people there have shewn and exerted a most
excellent spirit, and though they had all possible
caution, had very little fear. If the French should
attempt any thing at this time, that English spirit
would surely be redoubled. May you never see
any of them in your part of the island but as pri-
soners; I am much obliged to you for the descrip-
tion of those you saw lately: nobody at- London as
yet says any thing about them, but surely there
seems great appearance of that poor young man
being what he was'suspected.

Was there not something vastly awkward and
painful in this visit? As it must be grievous to them
to be looked at in such a way, so I dare say, as
much as your curiosity was gratified, it gave you
some uneasiness for their sakes, since the moment
an. enemy is in our power, resentment and indigna-
tion end at once. Oly indeed the gentle Captain

- Macdonald seemed to msplre you with no sort of

compassion. -

When I thank you for your last Letter, I must
not forget to say how much obliged I was by the
one that came before, which gave me twice the
diversion that the ball did you, since I was as
highly pleased with your silent partner, as I was
with your talkative one. In this country place we

meet
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.mieet with nothing but mere simplicity, which ha#
nothing burlesque in it, so that unless it be by some
such sketch as those inimitable ones of your’s, my
face is scarce ever discomposed into a laugh from
one week's end to another. I say this as an excuse
for my writing insipid Letters. I ean only send
you over and over again the praises of tranquillity
and leisure, and indeed we have peculiar reason
to expatiate on that here, for I believe there is
scarce a spot in the whole kingdom so absolutely
quiet and unmolested at this time. No drums
‘alarm our woods, our farmers pursué their harm-
less labour without interruption, cur herds graze
as yet untainted by sickness, and all around us
looks as if the island was in a perfect state of
peace and tranquillity.

I hope you read all the pamphlets that come out
now with indefatigable industry. If not, at least
let me recommend the Occasional Writer, (in an-
swer to the second Declaration) for I have beer
exceedingly pleased with it. I have been much in-
terested now too in the History of the Revolution
in Tindall’s Continuation of Rapin, and the subse-
quent affairs of Ireland, which are something vastly
striking at this juncture.

Dear Miss Carter, adieu! 1 am not in a humour
to day for writing a long Letter, without making it
very dull, but T am determined I will wait no

' ' longer
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ionger before - I send you this, thut I may entltle

‘yself to dn anszer, and assure ;you that I am

with the greatest sincerity, &c

Mas. CARTER To sts TALBOT
Canterbury, Dec. 24, 1745,

II-‘ you are not, dear Mlss Talbot, ds dos

licitous about news at this time as I am, you will

thmk me very m:pertment to trotible you so often
on that subject. But I am strongly persuaded you

‘ ;nust have a great deal of cuuos:ty, and therefore

1 cannot deny myself the pleasure of mformmg you
what passes in our part of the world

I must tell you of the gallant expedltlon of the
Dover pnvateers, wh:le they were engagmg the
transports a French privateer of ten carriage guns
came from Calals to defend and assist the man of
war., Captam Grosvenor, in the York, engaged

it, and after three or four broadsides took it; the

Captam, Lleutenant, and several of the men were
killed. The other two privateers were then obliged
to depprt in order to secure their prizes, and Cap-
tain Grosvedor was theri left alone to cope with

.the French man of war. He fought desperately

VOL. I, K for
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for scveral Bodrs, at length the French ship fuitly
Yan away, lhaving had ehough of it, drd the York
got safe into Dover-harbour yesterday; very-much
mauled: it is only astonishing she was not taken,
as Capt. G. had lent fifty of his men to the priva-
teers, and had sixty French prisoners on board. He
is a brave man ; very much wounded, but it is hoped
not morl,zﬂy.'
dn one of the transperts that were taken, there
were 100 bairels of gunpowder and twelve field-
Pieéés: these our brave privateérs could not bring
off, o they took out the men and blew the vessel
ap. Are you not excessively tired with this long
‘detail? But T’ bught to have asked you that qués-
$ion half an-hour ago, only I'was unwilling fo i
terrupt my interesting story: - To be stre yob
must think by-ty talkmg semuch about prrvaleers,
that'? Bave a ‘share in- "half a dozerr at least. - ‘But
feally ‘and “trily 1 wmn quite disinterested in the
affalr. I rised™to losk on these vessels formerly
wlth gréat- horfor and detestation, as instraerits of
“Private rapine and plunder, without- any’ hatiénal
Penefit; but since they hive béen taken into the
erviée of goverttnent, and behaved 0 well,: tdr
they fought most 'bravely,) I afn’ determined’to do
“thern justice by tatking you hdlf dcad*ﬁ«léhﬁre re-
cnalof1hcu'etpknua Lol Py o
. I (VR MU RN AN IR Y

-i .1 .10V
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. * We are every day in expectation of the Frqn;;};
landing. Dungeness is the plaee suspected fog
their descent. Admiral- Vernon has several timeg
attempted ta sall there from the Downs, but the
wind is directly againgt him and fair for them. If
 they shauld land at Dungeness, they must comg to
Londoy hy Lymne Hill,- which is very steep; qn

judicioys people say.a yery slender force, and somg
canogn planted an the top of it, would be able to
obstruct their march But, whether a great or less
force be negessary, ’tig all one to us, who have ab-
solutely none. The country is perfectly defepce,-
less, not.so much as the wilitia raised, and in thi§
place a week ago I believe there could not be
found a dazen musquets that could fire"a buljet

The most active pel‘son here hag been S,xr G. O:;enz’
dent, who bas taken unwearied pains to gersuade
the people to be upen ‘their guard, Wlth much
difficulty, about six weeks 3go, he procured @ gg-
nerul meeting, .in hopes of carr ymu subscnpnoq?
but this was over-ruled, and it was agreed to raise
the militia; however, the militia iy mog rajsed, aor
hag there been any appearance of defence tiil last

* When the Editor published the “ Memoirs of Mre
Carter,” her Letters upon this subject, owing to the multltudo
of them which he had to look over, escaped his notice.

1 Whose seat at Degn was ten mxlc.a from D'.al.

K 2 ~Sunday,
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Suriday. Adm. Vernon on Friday wrote a Letter
to Mr. Norris, Governor of Deal Castle, or in his
absence, to the Mayor of Deal, with an account
that the émibarkation was ready, and that Lowen-
dahl, &c. were going from Dunkirk to Boulogne,
nd advised the Mayor to alarm the people, and
put them upon their guard. The Mayor of Deal,
being a peaceable quiet man, took no great notice
‘of the matter. A person® at Deal accidentally
saw it, and procured a copy, which was immedi-
ately sent to Sir G. Oxenden, and Sir Narborough
D’Aeth, two of our Deputy Lieutenants, and the
~very next morning it appeared in the Canterbury
newspaper, and with it an invitation from the De-
puty Lieutenants for the people to arm themselves,
and meet the next day at Swinfield Minnis, a
common not far from Dungeness. Considering the
shortness of the warning, their appearance was
much better than could be expected. The smiths,
&c. worked all night to get up arms. I believe
about 3 or 400 horsemen went from Canterbury,
and Capt. Palmer, who was extremely active in
’ C the

_ % 'Fhis person was her father, the Rev. Dr. Carter, Minister
of Deal Chapel.

+ Adjoining to Swinfield Minnis is an estate, then belonging
to Capt. Palmer, cailed St. John’s, where it is believed that
King John resigned his crown to the Pope’s Nuncio. St

) . John's
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the business, headed them, and several other gen-
tlemen of the town went with them. The whole
body at Swinfield was upwards of 2000, and many
more. are expected at the next meeting, The
common people shew a great deal of alacrity and
spirit, and if there is time to discipline them a little,

. I trast they will fight very well.

I could be much diverted to see how the Mayor
of Deal must be surprized tq see a Lettgr, which

‘he had kept so snug, appear where it ‘ought ta

appear, in a public newspaper. How this aﬁ‘au‘
came about is an absolute secret to him, and every
one else, except those coneerned in it. I had a
Letter last night from Deal, with an account that

‘the Folkstone man of war had drove fourteen

French transports and three men of war ashore on
the French coast. My news and my paper are at

‘an end, and indeed it is high tlme I should sub-

scribe myself, &c.

John’s was a preceptory of the celebrated knights of that

_pame. The old house is still remaining, and is now the pro«

perty of Sir Egerton Brydges, K. I. of Denton-Court.

Miss
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Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.
Cuddeséen, Dec. 30, 1745.

I po not knew whether I should think of
wtiting to you just now, dear Miss Carter, because
every thing I can write from such a place must be
vastly insipid to you at this time; but your seem-
ing to doubt whether I had any genius for such
ews as you sent me, gives me an irresistible reason
ffor taking the first leisure moment to thank you
and to clear myself. Your Letters I am always
_glad to receive, but am now quite impatient for
them; and yet after all, T do most heartily wish fo
_receive no miore, or that the next may begin with
complaints of having nothing to say, I live in as
much fear of those abominable French as you can
‘do, for I hear they look upon this-expedition into
Enpland bs a erdsdde, and -are ‘set upon. it with all
the eagerness of bigotry. :

I have too much English spirit to believe that if
we are tolerably true to ourselves, and do not by
any increase of wickedness alienate the care of Prce
vidence, which even now has in so many instances
seemed kindly watghful over us, I cannot believe
that in the end these triflers shall overcome so brave

6 and
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Q,nd honest 3 peqple, or mumph over so just g
cause *; but I greatly apprebend the miseries which
their very attempt must cause, though ever so un-
successful.

I rejoice ia the spirit that has at length so justly

exerted itgelf in your important part ot the Island.
Success and honour attend all that are brave and
loyal amongst us !
. As for poor Scotland, its distresses at this time
must be beyond imagination, and I do not fqresee
what stop is likely to be put to it. The loyal party
there will, I fear, suffer most severely now for the
dlsappomtment those rebels have met Wlth here.
In the mepn time, what becomes of the Dyke be-
fore Carlisle, one cannot but be anxious to know ;
and all this while, withput any thing considerable
being dong, our troops are worn out and harrassed,
ppoples money and spirits exhaustmg very fast,
and I am full of fearp that oyr patience, pruder;cef
courage, and all our good dispgsitiops, will be worn
out before it comes to any decisive trial.

I hope I form a false Ju;lgm_gn; froig what I have
experienced in xoyself ar chess.  J canmake the

* How applicahle to the present times are ‘these just and

. pious reflcctions! When we see the eyent of all this ‘boasting

of our enemies above sixty yeags.ago, surely we onght net fo

despair, but rather rely more firmly on that gracious Provi-
dence, which has so often protected us,

ten
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ten or twenty first moves very tolerably, but before
the end of the game Iam always too much tired
to preserve my cantlon, ‘and leave every thmg un—
uarded

S If you see Mr. anht pray give my compli-
* ments’ to him. T hope it will scarce be a month
before 1 seé him myself in town. The word com-
phment puts me in mind of those I ought to send
you pecuha.x to thls season. May its next revolu-
tion find us a,ll, happler and more at ease than lt
does now

Have you heard the story there ls m London,
‘that there i is, amono the prlsoners you saw, a Mac:
'donald (not the one you mentlon w1th so much
: terror) who has been supposed the young concealed
]Pretender, and answers the description "given of
- lhun much better than young Radcliffe, but proves
to be a lady, a ‘mistress of Radcliffe’s, who would
not “suffer him to come without her. 1 do not
vouch the truth of thls, but thOugbt lt worth tran-
acnb
‘ Adxeu! T hope, you will not have pne of your
bad head-acbes when this’ comes to you; but’ fat,
fpar you should, it will be but charity to spare ypur
eyes, and conclude with the brief assurance of wy.
being, deaerss Ca.rtet &,

Mss,
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Mas. CARTER 7o Miss TALBOT,

?gntcrhqry, Jan. 6, 1746. '
DEAR MISS TALBOT,

I am always glad of any pretence to
yrite to you, though Ihave no news to acquamt
you with but’ what you would not perhaps give a
Straw to hear, viz. that Admlral Vernon came to
Canterbury on Saturday. He was at the cathedral
on Sundav, and the body of the church was crowded ’
with spectators The deposition of this gentleman
is matter of universal discontent in our part of
the world. ¥ do not understand these things, so
cannot tell whether T am dlscontented or not, as
1 am always willing to suppose our governors’
act nsht but I am very sorry to see so general a
dlspleasure and ‘gloominess in the faces of all
people. The Admiral’s orders for quitting were—
As you desired to be dlscharged from your post
you haveleave to resign.—Whereas he’ posmveiy
~ tenies havmg testified any such desire. This came
from himself to a gentleman here, and probably
you know it all better than I do, but~I was willing
to retall all my knowledge.

I have
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I have very dolorous Letters from my sister at
Deal about the French embarkation, &c. &c. but I
am somewhat encouraged by Mr. Knowles’s account
of the matter. How is one to decide on such
contradictory relations? I am quite weary of con-
jecturing any thing about it, so leave the whole
affair to Providence, and make myself quite easy.
We have melancholy accounts from Dover about
the distemper among the cattle. This place, thank
God, is still healthy. One of the contractors for
the navy at Deal bad the villainy to send an in-
fected ox on board a man of war. It was disce-
vered, and sent on shore for the dogs, and, shock-
ing to say, a cow that was grazing where it was
hung up caught the distemper and died, but hap-
pily it went no further. If this was nat the best
age in the world for people who deserve to be hung,
this fellow would meet with 2 most severe punish-
ment. .

I delivered your compliments to Mr. Wright
when Miss Hall and I went to wait on Mr. Cowper.
Miss Townsend draws most charmingly, better than
Mr. Wright; but there is a Miss Mordant, who,
for a study of two or three days, has made a most
surprizing progress, at which I am half mad. She
shewed us a little landscape with so much gaad-
nature, that I forgive her an-affront, which, in the

‘ gaiety
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gaiety of good spirits, she gave us Kentish folks,
by calling us, at a Canterbury assembly, creatures,
and other such derogatory titles, which fine ladies
are so bountiful in the disposal of. However, she
is very pretty, and one cannot help being pleased
with her. I must now wish you all possible happi-
ness, &c.

Miss TALBOT to M=s. CARTER.Y
Cuddesden, Jarn. 13, 1744.

T am avery bad Correspondent, my dear

Miss Carter, and shall soon be a worse, for this

day se’miight I go to that idle place London, where,

after the long solitude of this paisible hameau, 1

propose to spend four months in incessant talking,

and all the variety of agreeable company I can

hook myself into, without writing, or reading, or

any of those kind of things. Nevertheless I -shall

always be glad to hear from Canterbury, though to

be sure you misses in country towns, as the char-

mante personne you mention says, are but strange

unlicked kind of creatures, when one looks down.

-upon you from the beau monde. Poor souls! how
I shall despise you a fortnight benee! ° At present

) (for

-
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(for fine ladies should always be in extremes) [-
despise you as a town lady, who can amuse your-
self with the gaieties of Canterbury, while I ina
purer air am in all the heroics of pastoral, and
wonder how any body can live in a place, where
vile houses of brick and stone hinder the sight of
that pure azure sky, and those glittering scenes of
frost which at present I am in high raptures about.
Seriously, I never saw any thing so beautiful as the .
Tandscape round us was this morning. - A frozen
fog had covered all our trees with the purest white
you ever saw, at the same time that every thing
was quite distinct. Our tall elms looked as if they
had been covered with a profusion of bloom; and
the sun shining out in all his glory in a serene
blue sky, looked as gay as ever it did of a May
morning.

I will not believe that those bright ausplcrous
beams shine as delightfully on the French invaders,
and hope strongly by this time your fears and
panics are all over. I am infinitely obliged to you
for your Letter, and would have thanked you with-
put waiting for a second, if I had not been a good
deal engaged in winding up my bottoms here just at
going away. I have a million of things to do every
moment I stay. Books to send out, pieces of work

. to finish, a vast reformation to make in the spinning
manufactory, provisions to make for all the cats
el ) , T and

8
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and birds left behind s, and an'infisitwle more ‘e
the-same importance. Adieu, therefore; I am too
much affairée to write you a long Letter, but busy
oridle, am always equnllv, &e, .

Mrs. CARTER ro. Miss TALBOT.
"Deal, Feb. 22, 1745.

I suouLp long before this, my dear Miss

Talbot, have acknowledged the obligation .every

Letter from ‘you lays me under, .if I had not been

prevented by a very melancholy occasion, which

cast such a gloom over-my thoughts, and filled me

with so many sad apprehensions, that I could net

apply myself to any thing. Though, I thank God,

1 have reason to be much easier than I was, I have

not yet recovered my spirits; however, I will defer

writing 1o longer, a circumstance for which you

are ‘little obliged to me, ‘as it arises entively from.

my strong desire ‘of hearing from you. For after

-all,- how can I either say any thing that will please
you or myself from the dull confinement of a

chamber? -1.congratulate you on the happy flut-

.tering-kind-of - life which.by your own aceount you
‘ate by this time engaged in: I can perfectly con-
oo ceive
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osive the joy of talking with a thousand people one
half of the day, for 1 positively will not believe
but you spend the other balf very quietly and de-
cently in the sober conversation of books; if not,
with all your gaiety, I heartily pity you. For my
own interest, however, I hope this epistle will find
you in the giddy part of your existence, for if you
are then, what you tell me you are, a fine lady, it
may have the good lnck to pass for a very enter-
taining piece; for I have observed fine ladies are
very fond of calling things by such names as no-
body else would know them by. A pretty flutterer
of this species——and thegeupon I .was going to
tell you a mighty silly story, but geeing it isn
mighty silly ane, 1 may as well Jet it alone, for it
is ten to one whether it mey diwert you, though it
did we. -

. 1.should have wrote to day time engugh to gx.ve
yon an account of the prizes that were brought
into the Downs last night; but my Leiter waquld
met have reached you till Monday, and by -thet
gime you may be better acquainted with the parti-
ularsthan I.  Theee hundred of the comman sol-
aiers were brought ashare this evening, and were
igghty gey, aad called the spectators their couptry
-people: “tis an.odd thing thet folks should sesm
fond of claiming & relation that will serve to hang
them, . They are ladged just hasidg u3, sd wakea

horrible
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hotrible noise; end-are 30- troodesonse “thgt ‘the
soldiers have: been vbliged - to fire .among thews,
1 heartily wish they were safe in Dover Castle.. -

" Miss TALBOT .to Miis. CARTER.

Bromptox;, May, 2, 1746. .

BRI A
* You may with gréat appearance of reason,
dear Misy: Carter,” atcuse ‘me of unpardoniable
neglect in Yaving your “Letter 30 many mdriths
unanswered, but did you' know how 1 have ‘passett
‘thosé heavy Months,” arid ‘How possidle itfs thatX
inizy be some wéeks longer witout dmy oppo‘-tnmtg'
“of finishing ‘thds Tktter, you w‘oufdi‘be“conv’iﬁced
'that those thatitabl¢'sHowances, xvhkh natured
people miake to their friends When ‘their Heondult
seems- mit unaccountible, aré'as Jus‘t as tﬁeya:‘e
ki‘n¥l N A VTR P O 1 ]
- Yt 15 ot ot the c‘er&mony of fnakiig dﬁ ‘theée
apolbgles ‘béfose ¥ said aﬁy thing elsé, Hrat X omitted
sendmf? gvo\} o gréat and’ Joyful nets * by the
first” pogt, w‘fuch would ‘but have beers cormmich
‘gratitudé it return for all the KeéntsH inteNigende

® The ¥ictory of Cullodet gained oa the 16th of April, 1746.
fudf ' you
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you sent me whén Gur fears were at_ the highest}
~ but I really hed not an opportunity that day—in-
deed I bave none but such broken niiriutes; that if
Iaim at writing you a long Letter it will be all
patch-work; however a Letter you shall have, for
Iam told you arestill in bad spirits, and out of
conceit with the world, so before you go and shut
yourself up ih a cell, I am resslied to bﬂng the
ideas of the world into your mind once more, by &
history of the charming, giddy, racketing winter 1
told you in my last I inteqqlgd to pass: You may
be sure it is nothing but mere gaiety and .amause-
hent that has filled my time, and turned my head ;
I could not find leisure; to. write to you, no not so
much -as, to_enquire the . meamng of one part of
. your Letter, which gave me great uneasmess‘ where

you mennoned some distress you had been in; ang}
which was not yet over, w:thoutexpla.m;ng what \t

| was, Mr. ‘Wright tells me it was_your sléiers

lllness, I hope. she is .now perfectly well agam,
though I fear you have not yet recovered _your
.ipmts-———-O .yes, but to_be sure you have, fot
ginee wntmg the last sentence, I have recelvgd__'d
Letter’ from you, dear MlSS Carte{, that is arf
mdent proof of ; your seemg the world, and every

thmg in it, with the gayest view lmagmable None

® Which Letter is lost. .

P AN [ - .
. ., B ) .

- but
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but a poetical liveliness of fancy could have dressed
up any thing so perfectly insignificant and insipid as
I am, in all those good and ornamental qualities
‘you complimented me with; but, to say the truth,
your Letter flatteur as it was, put me into good
humour, and I feel myself infinitely obliged to you.
It is very true that in the beginning of the winter,
before I had entered into any of its gaieties, I had
a slow fever which lasted a long while, frequently
confining me to my bed for days, and rendering
me unfit for any thing but sitting in an easy chair,
and purring over some plain serious books. Just
as I was recovering Mrs. * Secker was taken alarm-
ingly ill, and upon her account we left town, she is
growing better though slowly, and I hope in about
a-fortnight we shall get into the eountry.

Our intermediate state is living at Brompton,
from whence we go every day to dine in Loddon;
‘by which means we have neither the gaiety, nor
.company of the one, nor the leisure and retirement
of the other, however, this sort of life is by no
theans an unagreeable ome, though rather teo
burrying. - There is no enumerating the thousand
little trifling interruptions that one is liable to, and
which heartily vex me: but it is best not to be vexed

* The Bishop of Oxford’s wife. She was sister to Dr.
Benson, Bishop of Gloster, She did not die till 1748,

VOL. I, L at
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at any thing one cannot help, we should rather en-
deavour to see them in the pleasantest point of view.
Our constant merning sairings which engross a great
deal of my time, have at least given me more en-
joyment of the spring thant I have had for many
years, and I think it particularly beautiful in 2
country-so well cultivated, and which is all laid out
into gardens, as it is about London. Our lodgings
8 ¢ extremely pretty, and situated in the midst of
a large garden, where I have somctimes flattered
myself that I heard the nightingale; however, when
she does not please to sing, the cuckoo and the
thrush do as well.

Your first Letter (for though it is so leng age, I

have, not -like Sir Charles Easy, put snuff into it
and worn it out,) enquires after new books. There
" 1s one of Critical Observations on Shakespeare by
_Mr. Upton, that I believe you would think worth
reading. Dodsley’s Museum has one or two pretty
Essays in it, though I thought he set out but in-
differently.. If I have seen any thing else I have
not time to recollect it, as I am determined this
Letter shall go by te day’s Post, and is net much
intended for a catalogue of books, as for an assur
ance that I am, &e.

Mgs.
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Mas. CARTER 16 Miss TALBOT.
' Deal, May 30,.1746.

I Ay always particularly glad to pay my
€ompliments to you, my dear Miss Talbot, when
you are quietly seftled in the cquntry, principally
because I have then the favor of hearing from you
oftener, and moreover because my Letters appear
to much greater advantage to you, than amidst the
burry of wuniversal business at London, where i
the crowd of other nonsensical things they can
¢laim ro particular distinction. But now you are
left to the possession of your own thoughts, non-
sense becomes a rarity, and I have the satisfaction
of entertaining you with something new.

I most really rejoice to find you perfectly reco=
vered, but at the same time have a most irrecon-
cileable quarrel against you, for maliciously and
slanderously calling the concern I exprest for your
hedlth in very sincere prose, poetical flights. How=
éver I have still so-much cherity'as to wish you very
sincerely the continuance of it, and the most com-
plete enjoyment in that of your friends. I hopeby
this time Mrs. Secker is quite recovered.

What can I write to you about worth reddirig?’ I
se¢ nothing and hear of nothing except a raree-

' L8 show,
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show, which I find from the testimony of a bawlirig,
historian, exhibits a full and true representation of
the glorious. actions of Duke William. 1 shall
never be able to_ resist the temptation of seeing it,
both from my affection for raree-shows in general,

and the subject of this whom I honour beyond all
‘ Dukes one has ever heard of, from Duke Teman ¥,
to the present time. I hope I shall not now write
you such dolorous terrifying accounts from Kent as
I did last year. We often hear lamentable stories
about the Brest squadron, but they are so strangely
contradictory, that one may be comforted =with
doubting whether there be any such thing as the
Brest squadron in being. It were to be wished that
our accounts from Flanders would admit of the same
uncertainty. Iowever the battle is not always to
the strong, and one may argue as the Greeks did
with regard to Xerxes, that Providence will not
commit the liberties of mankind to a tyrant. I
. have just been reading the history of his mad ex-
pedition in Herodotus, which I always read with
extreme pleasure, as I do every other story that
furnishes any remarkable defeat of the wicked
schemes of ambition and, despotlc power: Are not
you_always very sorry to find Artemisia engaged in

- * Grandson of Esau; one of the Canaenitish heads of fa-
milies called in our version Dukgs. Genesis xxxvi. 15,

- -

' the
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the “support of s6' bad & cause? ‘T have ‘strangely -
rambled from raree-shows to kings, queens, and a
‘seridus diécoufse upon-politics and history. To be
sure yod inust think T mean to talk to you and ask -
Yyowr questions about every thing that is or ever wa:,
and'whe'T have gone through this world, to-te!l
youi “itfy own,’ and:-then enquxre your oplmon ‘cori-
, Ce?nmg apparitions. Lo

~d 4 extremely delighted to find- you "express
'ydiifsélf ‘with so much uncertainty about - rightin-
wales; foritis a point in which I could never arrive
+At" any tolerable degree of satisfaction. However
1 agvee with you ‘in being perfectly contented with
the black-bird and cuckoo, which is more than I
am: ‘with ' those frightful animals May bugs, which
‘Mavé greatly molested my walks this spring. I
dever-leard of these in any other eountry but thiss
you &annet-eonceive the foree of my trouble without
some -description: They are creatures with only
ohe -liead;he feathers; but two wings, and are a
good deal less- than a crab, and not at all like it.
lMﬂ‘tﬁzs‘ very aeeurate description, equally clear
With:niany 1 have-met with in books, you will no
Hatbe:formt 'a 'very “perfect idea of these formidable
éiléiities of ‘mihe. They commit great devastations
in our flowery fields of Kent, and put me much
in’:mindv 10fs the Northern army -in Joel, The
Land but I need not quote the

passage
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passage to you, who must have taken ndtice of the
jinimitable beauty of it.

Be so good, dear Miss Talbot, as to indylge my
* curipsity so much as to let me know how you came
by the idea that I was out of conceit with the warld,
and going to shyt myself up in & bollaw free. J
have no displeasure against the world in genersl,
rior against any thing in it, very lasting.' My
gister’s* illpess did indeed affect me beyond pny
thing T ever met with in my whale life, npt mepely
from the thonghts of losing her, though a most me«
Jancholy losg it weuld have been, but from the ape
prebension of her suffering such. excessive pain. [
thank God she is now so well, as tp be thought en-
tirely out of danger, but it will be some time hefare
she can be paid to he perfectly well. T ought.te
heg your pardon for dwelling sa lang en this aubject,
though it has done yau less harm theam it has me.
However, it is right sometimes to recall, one’s most
unhappy moments, in erder to have & proper sense
of gratitude for a joyful reverse of them.

I want very much to know whether you have ewer
read a book I have just met with, which I ¢an tell
you nothing abaut, . but that it is the.ogddest thing ]
gver read, and that it made me laugh wery beatily.

* Her agly sister hy the same mother, aflorwards Mp.
Peaniogton,

The
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The titde is Aedjou et Zirphile: What strange co-
mical mortal wrgte it?

. Shall I finish this side? No, for I have already
wrote more than you will read, or if you would
than you can. One passage, however, I will en-
deavour to make. as legible s a shaking band will
give me leave, namely to assure you that.] am with
themost perfect esteem, &c.. . Coe o

i et

-
-~ “

" Miss TALBOT 7o Mns. CARTER.” "
Cuddesden, Jm 21, lm;

: Y ou dnlxberaue my dear Mnss Cartcr,
whether you shall finish yeur fourth s:de, and I to
be even with you, am almost at the point of de-
hhemtmg whether I shall begin the first, for even
Acajou et Zirphile afford you some amusement,
but neither amusement or edification are you like to
get from me. . However I will write if it.be but to
enquire what is the occasion of this shaking han&
you. complain of, it looks nervous, and if so I am
wuch inclined to pity you for it, and at the same
time to warn you to be upon your guard against a[l
its eacroachments, arm- all your good sense and
resolution to conquer the worst enemy I know of,

to
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t6 the comfort of good people. Spirits that have
any thing of delicacy are easily and strongly afe
fected, and influence the body so as to make ita
very troublesome companion, and I know nothing
onhe would not do to avoid being nervous. Exercise
even when one makes it quite a slavery, is the best
remedy-and preservative I know, and with a due
proportion of trifling and even merry idleness would
I fancy he almost infallible, I cannot, indeed,
hoast that I have been in perfect good spirits myself
since I came down here, the consequence of a
winter spept.in fear and mqlancholy anxlety, but
the cheerfulness of country scenes, the leisure I
have- had to recollect myself, and clear away all
dlsagreeable thoughts, with the sovereign cordial of
the best air I believe in England has set them to
nohts again, and I begin to enjoy the happiness of
iy situation. Is it not vastly impertinent of me to
talk to you so much about myself in every Letter,
when you make so many ‘excuses for dwelling a very
little o a thing of so much importance to you as
your ‘sister’s illness? You cannot think how much
you would oblige me by carrymg me sometimes to
Desdl, and introducing me to your family circle,
shewing me your apartment, your favourite walk,
giving me a notion of your way of lif¢, and chatting
with me freely about. whatever happens to be then
most in your mind. For jn short we poor animaux,

thag
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that live a mere domestic life, what have-we to falk
of, but.our domestique, or in the phrase that is now
more fashionable, and which this weather makes
go-way unreasonable, our fire-side. Is it passible
you - should not - have seen that admirable eopy of
verdes yet*? If I can get one in-time I will send
it you, for though you should- have got it before,
you are certainly’ more worthy of having such s
thing twice over, than some. fine folks- I shewed it
to yesterday, were of hearing it once. It is really
quite provoking to see wit thrown away upon people
who . discovér their total want of taste by such il
placed marks of approbatiop, as ane sees are throwa
in, out of mere civility. Yet this is 8 sort of
people that deserye toleration, for after all if they
are easy and good humoured, they vary one’s
thoughts with such sort of chit ghat as saves us
from growing too wise. I haye no netion of the
fine lady airs of hating neighbours, people that one
has any sort of pretence te esteem ; whether.their
way of thinking, or their tum of cobversation, is
just suitable to one’s fancy or not ’tis no great
jnatter, they mix wp in society very well, and
gociety we were made for,

# ¢ The Firerside,” a Parody of the second Epode of Horace,
by the late Isage Hawkins Browne, Esg.
Bless
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Bless me what a digression have I made : never-
theless I shall find my way back to Deal. - Serdously
.do you not think it would be a high delight to.me,
if by some art magic I could be mede to put.my
head invisibly in at your parlour window, and see
you with all your family chatting over your tea?
The enchantress that must give me a pleasure some-
thing of the same kind must be yourself, for ta be
sure she who could write that inimitable description
of a May-bug, may. give one as lively and re.
sembling ideas of any thing she pleases.

The person who told me you had been in low
spirits was Mr. Wright, who to avoid the conse-
quences of your displeasure is embarked for Ireland;

I have no room left to talk ‘politics. But I have
all possible indignation. against'the French and their
jfisolent King, -and think ‘the . Duke almost herq
enobugh to chastise him with a very inferior foree, i
we were 'a people -deserving of such. glory; but
Soomer or later I fear we are- marked for.destruction.
Asfor the: Dutch,: their-meanness, stupidity, and
impertinence is beyond expression. Adieu! the
Bishop of Oxford comforted me about your sheking
hands (for I cannot be such a churl as to keep youy
Letter quite to myself) by putting me in mind of
an observation'we heard the other day, that a lady's
hand always shakes most sensibly, when she is about

: to
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to sign her marriage articles; oh! that your shaking
hand would but bring you jnto some part of the

world where I might sometimes see you, but distant .

as you.are, I am most faithfully, dear Miss
LCarter, &c.

MRB. CARTER To Miss TALBOT.
" Deal, July 5, 1746.

S You are axtremely good, dear Miss
Talbst, to make such kind enquiries after my
tremors, and inreturn it is but just to tell you very
hwonestly, that so far from itp being occasioned by
the trepidation of signing a marriage contract, I
do net know ' a 'man upon earth that would be
pronbled with me, and therefore 1 have for some
time thought it but right and prudent to give up all
schemss of this sortto my younger sister, and sit
quwtly down with my books, and half'a dozen
friends, who'between sense and nonsense engage my
attention agreeably enough te prevent my tinding
any thing very deplorable in my condition.

I ‘bope the - good-natured caution “you - give me
about nervous disorders, does not proceed from a
melancholy experience of their sad effects. Few

people,
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people, I believe, have suffered more from them
than myself. 1 am charmed to hear you speak so
advantageously of exercise, which I have found
almost, the oply remedy, and in which I have long
persevered though with some difficulty. To reject
the advice of those who profess to love one and to
have a regard for one’s happiness, has such an ap-
pearance—ﬁe_wersenesé and ingratitude, that it
requires some degree of fortitude to persevere in a
resolution taken up on ever such reasonable grounds,
when they oppose it so strongly. There are several
well méaning folks in the world apt to pronounce
one quite mad for acting contrary o certain maxims
which they have laid dgwn; without at all :consi
dlering whas, they mean-byi them, a. case by. no.means
uacommon gven with people who in ather instamces
glo not-wantzsense, /Thus one.shall heara leng
wise harangye-about mpderation without.ahy regard
%o its bejng merply relative, fand -consequently that
the same degree:of exercise which would:be death
4o ong person is.-ahsolutely necessary to the. well
doing of anothes, 1: have had:.the -coniplaisance
put of agtention 1o the. opinions of .others o be less
constant,in my walking this summer than. usual, and
the consequence s, 1. have. never. bieen fige from a
head ach and a slow fever.. But your ‘Letter has
6plwed me, up, and Lhavz Jbeeo cut welking every
SRR VS T RA B CRP YOS WS LT ,mommg
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. ‘morning since I received it, and fmd I'am better,

and not worse for it, so I mean-to continue it *.

I am extremely obliged to you for the ¢ Fires
Side,” with which I am greatly delighted. I-had
neither seen nor heard of it before. I have ‘lately
picked up an old book which contains a great many
notable things, and which I must trouble you:for
some account of. It has lost the title page, but
the sections are named Aries, Taurus, &c. and it
seems to be a translation from the Italiant. It
farnishes me with great store of quotations, whieh
are a great annoyance to some of my acquaintance,
as insensible to the beauties of them as the fine
ladies you mention to those of the Fire-Side, only
they are more open, and make me all manner of
reproaches for being delighted with such nonsense.

‘You have not for a great while told me any thing
~ about drawing, and I long to know what improve-
ment you must have made. - If it was not very
unreasonable. for me to engage any more of your
time than you are already so good as to afford me,
I should most earnestly beg you to make me the

* Part of this Letter containing an account of Mrs. Carter’s
manner of employing her time at Deal, is omitted here, as it
was printed in her Memoirs, P. 90, 4to edition. .

" 4 The * Zodiake of Life,” from the Latin of an Italian
“poet, Palingenius. For an uccount of this very scarce and
curious buok, See ¢ Censura Litcraria,” Vol.ii. No. 7. :

happiest
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happiest of creatures by drawimg the your own
picture, if it was only sketched with a black-lead
pencil. I know not whether I am in most confusiort
at mentioning this request, or at the idea of your
showing my Letters to the Bishop of Oxford; but
between both I find I begin to be excessively silly,
so will release you, after having assured you of my
most perfect esteem.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.
Cuddcsden, Aug. 12, 1746.

ONE should scarce think, dear Miss
Carter, by the little haste I have made in answering
your laat Letter, that it gave me so much pleasure
as it really did. Nothing eould be more agreeable
‘to me than the description of your way of living,
though your activity is so much more happy and
more wise than my own ihdolence, that I could not
read it without some self-reproach. °Tis that very
indolence that has so long prevented my answering
your Letter; and when I would make it a little.
plausible, I flatter myself with thinking all I can
do is so very indifferently done, and to so little
purpose, that I ntay just as well let it alone. You
. . - smile
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smile at my calling this flattery, yet how maty
people do in this way flatter themselves out of the
best ends of their being, and sooth their lazy in-:
clination by fancying they have much less in their
power than they really have.

For your sake, as well as my own, I wish I had-
spent last week in town. Some of my friends who
attended the trials* have given me such a descrip-
tion of the majesty of that great court of judica-
ture, and the striking solemnity of the whole pro-
. ceeding, that I think the ideas it must have raised
in any attentive mind, would have been well worth
having. I fancy that laying in a store of ideas
against-old age is the wisest kind of hoarding; the
memory and the imagination want something to
work upon in e long inactive life, and great inci-
dents are as necessary to exercise our faculties, as
great journies are every now and then to preserve
our health. All those who were capable of feeling
strong emiotions, of being deeply struck with awe,
softened by compassion, or warmed by the love of
their country, have, I find, been greatly moved
with this selemn sight. After hearing this great
assembly compared with, and preferred to, the
Areqpagus of Athens and the Senate of Rome, the

* The trial of the rebel Lords before the House of Peers in
Westminster Hall,

] august
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august appedrance, the awful silence undisturbed
by the least whisper ; in shoit; after having received
every great and solemn idea from people who had
gone with serious and cultivated minds; judge how
I was surprized at falling into a set of company
who represented it as a mere drum. They told
wme how such a one was dressed, who looked in
beauty, whose hair was out of curl, who wore
diamonds, who was guilty of the great enarmity of
eating cold chicken, or wore a cap witheut lappets
To these idlers, Westminster Hall; on this terrible
occasion, was a mere place of diversion. Now,
how can one trust to people’s descriptions; sinee
they always take such a tincture from the fancy they
‘pass through. To a fine woman every thing will
appear in some form of dress, to a profound poli-
tician even the plainest fact wears a face of i mtnguc
and mystery.

“ Thus does one climate dnd one soil eridue, }
The blushing poppy with the crimson hue,
Yet lcave the lily pale, the violet bl'ue,’"

At this time I am deep in the mazes of politics,
not that King Oberon has consulted me about the
govemment of his fairy subjects, or that I am
aiming at some public post under the Emperor, of
* the Moon ; bt we are engaged in reading Cardinal
de

-
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de Retz’s Memoirs, which aré’ writ-with ‘mach wfo
and spirit, and give:one such strong Jessons agairist:
craft -and. ambition, that I know nothihg .more
proper to set .off (if they wanted any. foil) the
chxrms.of - & simple country life. I am rfeading tob:
the Memoirs de Mad". de Montpensier, ati excelierit
chit-chat book., Memoirs are ‘a study nextto that’
of the living!world of altothers; perhsps not mucit
the better for:that, .but yet 'tis worth. knowing: its’
ways, if it were-gnly to despise them, and to° pity’
those - who- call themselves: the gayiand thé pros
sperous. © . . 13 o oo 1
d¢: is. now:time to write ‘somewhat of anuni
swer .to. your Letter. - I applaud you 'highly. ‘for.
Persevering in: the usge of ‘exercise, if you' find itt
really agree with 'you. I shall not harangue you'
upon moderation, because 1 have too just ai opi-
nion of you to think yon would (as many silly folks
do) pursue the . means .in contradiction to the -end-
you aim aft I have beenlong broke to ‘all those
regards, and can ride out as tamely, 'just as softly,
and just as long: or as little a.while #s they would®
have me, :as 1 can take any other medicine. Mar-'
vellqus! what a drove of asses I bave sent you in
that last sentence. I beg your pardon, but I cannot’
allow ‘myself time to write correctly in this fine'
weather. I wish you was going to share my walk,
but since that cannot be, I am impatient to take
. VOL, I, M one,

<
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one, ¢'ent with & book. . .Frideed if you were with
me, I could contentedly:sit on in my liftle greer.
closet. But slas, [ amh wonly talking. te myself all
this while, and. it is much‘'mare sociakle talking to -
ancecho.  Mow charming it would be.if- dt the end
- of my welk I could. find myself (juss aé eight) at
your -gvening. rendezvous, .1 ghould. do -you 0o,
* barm, for I .am a mighty.quict silent bedy, and L.
am sure they musé be clever sgnsible. peajle that your.
have spent your evening houts wikinfar:semany years.
Thet one gireumstance vaut toute' e, PAnEIYTIGUE
and if I could but transport that house into myp
neighbaurhoed, and set it dewn heve, in-& ¢harminyg
pretty field just by,:(emd which, now.i¥ is)come
into my, head, I shall néver pass through: withouty
thinking. of it} I wonld:never fail-meeting -you there
for foupteen years to.come, God:willmg.. .

1 ca®; give ypu no .account of .y drawing, for
I am nof one step advamoed ; ‘and: as for ‘my pun
picture of my ¢wm drawing, there.ake few:people,
whom I should, not soeper choose to sead -it.tos:
for. though- .my Letters may sometinies’ make ' yow
doubt of .my ratienality, yet I weuld fain have you
think of me as a human ereature : I did attempt it
once, but: I assure you. the likeness was more:mor-
tifying than the worst of - lookmg-ghss& . Adieuy
&e, - qr e d s
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Mns. CARTER 1o Miss- TALBOT.

Deal, Sept. 5, 1746. .

I sHALL not at present,; dear Miss Talbot,"
pretend to determine whether what you do is well’
or -ill done;: but in eorder to take away all possible’ :
colour of ‘excuse; beg' leave to assuré you, that
whether yout Letters are well or ill wrote, sense or-
nonsense; “it is'very cextain they give me very-great
pleasurg; and +upon this occasion ‘I find it' t6 my
own interest de me :servir de votre ‘compliment, que
cela vaut toute une panegyrique. S '

- Wous avez crue ‘me ‘fiire rire d'une espece de
flamerie dont jai soupirée. Helas, cela ne se
tromveique trop souvent, et & des consequences fort’
facheusss. Je connois' des gens, qui a force de
s'étre flatté qu’ils ne sont que des vaariens, le sont
devenu tout de ‘bon. Il 'n’y a point de gens plus
incorrigibles que ceux 1d.  Les folies les plus outrés
ne leur coutent rien, ils y marcheént de pied ferme,
et de sang froid. Ils se sont figuré d'étre de si
peu de consideration qu'on ne leur demandera pas-
conte de leurs actions. Beau moyen de se defaire
de-la peine qu'on trouve & moderer. c:s: passions ¢

Hy a quelque tems Mademoiselle que je vous '
qmtte, me voici de retour. Ou en etois je avec

u2 ; mes



164
mes observations? je n'en sais rien n’importe; je
passerai a des autres sujets qui vaudront peut étre
tout autamnt, ¢’est a dire fort peu de chose.

Que je vous plains de n'étre pas folle de la mu-
siquie! je vien d'entendre une chanson sur une
epinette, chantée par une trés belle voix qui m'a
tout.a-fait charmé ; vous croyerex peut-ttre que je
lai acheté bien cheére, puisque j'ai marché cing
miles par ua chemin sabloneux, ou il me s'est
tyouvé pas unm seul arbrisseau, mais malgré tout
celala-chanson_m’a fort bien récompensé. Pour-
quoi me suis je avisé de vous écrire en francois,
car assurement je 'écris fort mal? Apparemment
cest que j'avois un présentiment que je ne. dirois
que des _sottises, et les sottises se dissent mieux .en
cette langue que dans la notre. Je vais pourtant:
reprendre 1’ Anglois, et je vous conseille -de.me
quitter car je n'ai pas encore  finie sur’ la musique
Fo. be sure .you ;think me- very extravagant fin my -
* fomhzess for ﬂus amusement, but. 1 reelly QWE:

Thgs fondnm for music, commued tbrough ht'n-, gspecmlly
for the composmons of Handcl and Conlll -Littlg more than
a year before she died, the Editor saw hgr in her eldest. bro-
ther’s drawing-room at Deal, listening for mére than two hours.

with wnibiting-attention and delight to ithe porformence ‘and

singing of ber. two.youngest pieces, Mr. .Carter’s :daughtérs,.
accompamed on the viplin by pheir. ﬁ}t.her, thelq in his pist

yeur, anc'T theu- uncle, her , younger, brother.. Lo

l , more

‘e
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.more to its influence than most people. I seldom
hear an agreeable air but it recalls to my mind
“almost every pleasing occurrence of my life, and
gives me a new enjoyment of it. Ewery body I
_ either love or admire, every eonversation that struck
me with peculiar pleasure, and every- fine passage
of a favourite author, the powerful magic of Mr.
"Handeél eonjures up to my thoughts. One some-
times finds an effect like this in a solitary evening
-walk, from a calm sky and a beautiful view. of
rural scénes, but the images arising from these are
more faint and languid, and at best lull ore into a
kind of waking insensibility. On the contrarg
music, at the same time that it impresses a thou-
sand vivid phantoms on the mind, gives one spirits
to attend to all their varieties without fatigue.
After all, . what connection is there -between fine .
prospects and harmonious sounds, and the very re-
‘mote ideas they summon up? . One may perhaps
in sonie measure account for these strange effects by
supposing that the mind cannot rest satisfied with
the confused sensations of a mere mechanical plea-
" sure, and therefore at the. same time that it finds
itself affected with agreeable impressions, calls in
gome species of 'moral good to explain and support
them. I think, however, I had better let these
points alone, and proceed -to thank :you for ydux_-
excellent observations upon the great solemnity at
. Westminster
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‘Westminster Hall. 1 often transported myself
‘there in idea, and always in your company. From
the disputes which at present arise in almost every
_company, I was led to look over the two celebrated
speeches in Sallust. I opened the book with.a full
determination to like Ceesar’s speech, and in spite
of my said determination, before I shut it I was
obliged to prefer Cato’s. But.indeed neither of

them are applicable to affairs in our own country.
I cannot pretend to follow you in your deep poli-
tical studies, but I too have been reading Memoirs,
namely, the Memoirs of Ulysses, which in pure
reverence to the name of Homer, I have with some
difficulty just got through; perhaps it may not be
to my credit to confess this, and several passages
which my want of judgment makes ta appear te-
dious, ought to be admired for their noble sim-
plicity ; but really it does not seem of any great
importance to the reader whether Telemachus (like
a notable housewifely young man as he was) hung
his cloaths upon a peg, or was sloven enough to
throw them on the floor; or whether Mr. Trul+
liber* (I bave forgot his Greek name) took. exact
care of the hogs. If it was not an incontestible
fact

i .
®* Eumzus. Had such a poem been written in this age of
refinement, the censure would have been just. Mrs. Carter’s
criticism was not designed for the public; had she meant to
give
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fact that Milton wrote Paradise Regained, one
could never believe Homer wrote the Odyssey.

I ought to meke a thousand apologiesfor this
strange nonsensical Letter, which has been begun
these ten days, and I. have sat so often down to it
that it is filled with nothing but bits, and ends, and
snuffs of thoughts; but was I to write it again, it
is ten to one if I should improve it. I cannot
leave off without telling you haw gladly I would
consent to be whirled through the air in some
fairy vehicle, and be set down on the spot ym@
have allotted for me, but should be extremely dis-
appointed in the end of my journey to find you
quiet and silent, Nothing but the distance of &
hundred miles could make me satisfied with &
quiet image of you, and this you cruelly deny
your, &c. '

give a serieus opinion, her taste was too good to have allowed
her to throw‘any ridicule upop the interesting delineation of -
the domestic manners of the Greeks, whigh is to be found in
the Qdyssey. , : ) ,

Miss
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"Miss TALBOT To Mrs. CARTER,
. . Cuddesden, Oct. 31, 1746,

"I xNow it very well, dear Miss Carter,

I have owed you a Letter ever since the 5th of last
month, since when you have been so good as to
send me * another, with the earliest intelligence of
news, which you knew would delight me. How
my time has gone away T will not pretend to say;
* riding and airing has broke almost all my mornings,
and when'I return from riding I am too tired to do
any thmg kut pore over a book. There is not any
thing wearies me more than fear; I am a grievous
coward on horseback, and, unfortunately for me,
this yeer I am mounted on a creature, that, as
Shakespear describes such a one, “ is all air and
-fire, the grosser elements have no part in him.” [
go in eme constant panic of being run away with;
by this means I lose all the joyof fine weather; for
that one paltry attention to my own safety swallows
up all others. In vain the canopy of heaven
spreads its pure azure over my head, in vain the
rich glldmo of autumn hejghtens every wood and

* This Letter is missing.

grove;
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grove;- here glows into vermillion, and there fades
into’ pale yellow: I have no leisure to think of
either painting or poetry, but I jog pn as stupidly
as I can, and if I pass.a .day without some inge-
nious fright, or entertaining my companions with a
musical squall, I think myself both happy and
wise. And do we not-most of us jog through life
much in the same way as I have described my ride?
The world is filled with objects of beauty and de-
light, but wrapped up in the wretched but neces-
sary cares and fears of every day, we can scarce
cast a passing glance on those charming prospects,
but get over one hour after another as well as we
can, and seem to wait for some better time of en-
' joyment, when our capacity shall be improved, and
our leisure uninterrupted: sure tls a proof this is
no resting place for man, -

Vous me plaignez fort charitablement de n’étre
pas folle de la musique, mais je puis vous assurer
que je le suis, et méme que je I'ai été¢ de toutes les
manieres.. You may not perhaps apprehend that
there is more than one way of loving music, but I
think I can prove from my own experience, as un-
- musical: as .you think me, that there are half a
~ dozen. One may be quite fond, of it for it’s own
sake, for one’s own sake, or for the sake of other
people; out ‘of taste, fashidd, melancholy, gaietd .
de casur, gomplaisance, reason, and ‘partiality. I

. ot an
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albthese ways have I at times been musically mad ;
Ithink at present I am reduced to-a simple natural
tdste in it; I enjoy the melody of birds with great
cheerfulness; but solemn music of all others is the
joy of my heart, and if I hear a fine anthem well
gung, ‘it raises me above the world, and gives me a
pleasure there is no describing. - Lighter music,
and especially the Italian, affects me when it is
* good, but not in so agreeable a way as it does you.
It fills me with thoughts and reccllections, but they
have generally a melancholy turn, and soften my
mind into sadness that I do not love to indulge.
En vérité, Mademoiselle, vous étes admirable avee
votre compassion, je trouve que jai 'ame fort har-
monieuse, a tel point qu’il ne vient jamais a la porte
aucun de ces Orphées errants qui jouent du violon,
ou méme du bagpipe qui ne se ressent de ma libe-
ralitt. Meéme je crois, quoique vous en parlez
avec assez d’humilité, que si votre epinette ebeit
portable, et vous vinsiez jouer 2 la porte quelque
jour de féte, je ne vous renverrois pas sans une
pitce de six sols. .-

I bave. followed ;your rule very exactly of. talking
nothing but' nonsense in French. . Cest la seule
}angue au.monde pour badiner. o

. T will assune 8 more.serions languageto reprave
yw for all the wwakedwthxngs you say about Homer
I cannot possibly aggee in your sentiments. of the

, : Odyssey,
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Odyssey, for it has been always & very favourite
poem: of . ming. . ‘See the benefit of ignorance!
perhaps you too, if you had never read any Odyssey
but Mr. Pope s, would be fond of it. I read it
last year in very agreeable society, and very great
amusement it gave us. Mr. Pope’s verse can give
dignity to a peg or a pig, and the divine Eumeus
is so worthy a man, that I overlook the unlucky
circumstance of his being a hog-herd. I confess I
have had some uncharitable doubts about Penelope,
and her neglect of Ulysses’s old dog offended me
much ; but I think upon the whole she was a very
good woman. Some time or other (for I do mot -
utterly despair) when I have the happiness of
seeing you often, we will read the Odyssey toge~
ther, and if you still continue unconverted, I really
think you will deserve to be condemned to put
Baron de Polnitz’s Memoirs into heroic verse, and
make a better modern Odyssey of your own.
Perhaps you never read that wise book, which is at
present our evening's amusement.. It is the me-
moirs of a complete ‘travelled coxcomb, who yet
gives one some information amid 4 'heap of fooleries,
and-leads us through Europe emusingly enough,
if the heart is nét set on.-wisdom. I do not know
where. this will find you. : Perhaps you may choose
to enliven the g190m -of Novembér ‘by: a visit to
: Canterbury.
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Canterbury. Wherever you are, you have my
best wishes for your health and happiness, &c.

! A

Mes, CARTER o Miss TALBOT.
‘ ' . Deal, Nov. 1, 1746.

It is such an age, dear Miss Talbot,
since I had the pleasure of a Letter from you, that
1 can no longer forbear expressing my concern at it:
Do, 1 éntreat you, let me have a line, though it
‘should say you forgot to write to me, or was too
indolent; I will excuse any thing, provnd.ed you are
well [

A long, anxious conﬁnement, has depnved me
of every topic of discourse, and I have not even
any adventures of my own to relate among Oreades
and Hamadryads, though I hope now to be able
to renew iny acquaintance with them. It would
have been prudent, on my first immersion intp
open air, to have.paid them a visit, which woyld
have been a more easy transition from a state of
long. inactivity, than unadvisedly venturing myself
on the King's birth-day among a hundred . nymphs
of & mare _vogiferous kind., Such 8 vasiety of
.(.::;'d’.' oy o p60pl$
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people would at another time have given me grea¢
delight, bat in a severe fit of the head-ach, seemed
such . moise. and impertinence that I was forced to
- retire into the quietest room in the house, occupied -
hy. four-and-twenty children. Only think from
what an uproar one must fly to the quietude of four-
@nd-twenty. children! but however, I found the
misses more quiet than their mamas; there was no
rattling of fans, collision of hoops, nor violence of
ceremony among them, and their noise was nothing
but one uniform transport of squalling extacy at
the fire-work, which might be very fine for any
thing I &now, but none pleased'mé half -so well as
a dark lantern, which I with difficulty procured,
and transported myself from these luely scenes to
the stirpid tranquillity of a silerit room. !

: Have: people utterly left off.writing hooks? .I
have pot beard of a.new.'one.this century,' excepts
ing one .om the wonddrs: of: Tarwater. 1 thought
the strong appetite to this medicine had been greatly!
worn- off, and that folks now- were  universally' .
agreed in the - fashianable fury-of drinking up the
seq, an gxpérbment :perhaps mueh the:leas safe ofi
the.: twa. - Tdar-water beiog. thus .again in high
repute, several of my acquéintanes have, persuaded
me into a consent to drink it, though I depend but
listle upoh its efficdcyrwith regard‘to- myself ;- hotv-
ever, as.one ought to give a medicine ftir play; “I'

; : intend

s



174

titend to persevere .as far as a'-hogshead will .go;
before I pronounce that.it does meno gooil. ' Would:
it not do just as well. 1f one: waq 10 swallow @ slxty'
gon man of war*p. - S R TR

I am’ quite tired of tnlkmg s0: mueh, iand $0 so
httlo purpose, about myself, so will only: conchede
with requesting -some accouht of yout headtiy, :and
aasurances of my-being, &c... o a0 T

B RS T A W) S

" Muss TALBO’L qk. Mas: CAB.’Lhkx

Cuddesdcn, Na'v 14 1146 .

. I nave ab_sohxtely -no:tlmwvmll;«gthat is.
no matter, for positively you shall write; to. Niss
Carter, before you are half an hour-:eldsr—haift
an hour, why in that half -hour.I havehalf: an -
hundred things to do. . Notwithstanding that mal-
tiplicity of business, Miss Carter must be writ to ¥
tell you—at least. begin, *“.(Cld ben comincia ha la’
metd del'opra;” and I will write at least a line
every day, dear Miss Carter; till I have furnished’
dut a deeent Letter tor thank-yOu for your- kind’tm-i

* Itis plesnmed thtt the bottmnsof slup at that peﬂmi
v(eretarrcdmdnotwed. Ve L S

P

quiry
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quiry ‘after me.”- I caniet éven own it %o:-be inda-
lence thiat made me 5o long silent, but-somie strange:
witcheraft-that makes'all imy time glide away with~
out suffefing me to do any thing in'it to any pur-
pose. ’Tisia note té this-body, :a message to that,
an ertand-to 'one 'end of the house; and a:whine
that ‘sends me 'to!the other: a robin to- be fed at
this. window, .and' & tometit to be -attended to- at,
another; dats; or' ¢hickens, on: spisters, or--agie
patients: +To be ‘sure -Methusalem wes ‘& - happy
man, if he' had any gedias-for filling'up-had time.
In 50 shortallife as foursdore or-an hundred:years,
one Has reallyine lemsuve ‘fo? writing - longLdtters.
Had I been Miss Hilpa *, the antediluvidn dainsel,
and you such -another; how we -should" bave cor=
responded! But why afteriall should W& so much
wish for time to employ in-the' sority ! busitiesses of
this world; and what is' theib except ‘the calls of
duty that are to be preferred’toithe émployment of
keeping up an agreeable acquéintdnce ‘With- those
we love and esteem? ‘Repose ye'shells and pencils
untouched in your drawer; be silent ye chirpers
without your breakfast, and you:venerable or ele-
gant authors remain. upon!your shelf, for write'to
Miss Carter I inust, sinee she is so’ kmd as’
inquire after me.

* See the Spectator, No 584 -
Here
3
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Here 1am then, dear Miss Carter, just where
the last Letter left me, and the next and many
athers I hope will find me, in the prettigst place,
the happiest situation, the sweetest retirement, that
perbaps is to be met with. In health as'well as
need be, (for I thiak a little disarder now and then,
makes one enjoy health the better) I wish sincerely,
. you was half as well; I hope you will be most sin-
cerely, before you have drank up half that oceun
of Tar-water you are erming yourself with pesseve-
rance to swallow. Itis a pity the waters of He-
icon are mot sp medicingl, for to .be sure they
woyld be pleasanter to.yoursélf and your friends
too, .but L find you. have breuglit from thence the -
maxim of. “ Drink deep or taste.not.”, :

I can give no answer as to your. enquiry about
mew bopks, for I have seen,none -worth recom-
mending. The Beauties, is a pretty elegant copy
of verses, but you that have not been in town
since the present race of beauties came into bloem,
would not be so much pleased with it. Haye you
forsworn Londop? What matter is that to.you
who ae so little there,  you will.say2 Why in truth
- the country life s much the most, rational, much
the pleasantest, and as for seeing the people one
likes why one must learn to like the people one
sees I think; and indeed for me, who am placed
among such friends, and in a very agreeable neigh-

bourhood,
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bourhood, ’tis nohard task ; that thereare other agrees
able friends, in other parts of the world ought to
be no matter of complaint; but if they were to
come into this neighbourhood then indeed it would
be matter of joy. . Adieu! dear Miss Carter, allow
me to assure you of a truth beyond all power of
doubt, which'is that I am, &c.

Mes. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
Canterbury, Dec. 8, 1746,

I nAvE called my poor stupid harmless
Letter a thousand hard names for net coming back
when it met your’s upon the road, but as you
kindly, my dear Miss Talbot, did it more "honour
than it deserved, I am again reconciled to it.

I was much alarmed at first at this same Hippo-
griph* that transports you withso much rapidity over
the face of the earth, but upon reflection that you are
among people too sensible of the value of such a
life as your’s, to suffer it to rum any real danger, I
em tolerably well comforted, and only pity you
extremely for your fears which I can but toe well

* An animal half horse, half griffin, on which Astolfo rode,
Ariosto, : : )

YOL. I. N comprehend,
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comprehend.  After all how is one to conquer this
most ungovernabie of all passions> There s surely
pothing more mortifying than to ind oneself subject
to groundless alarms. In 1nost other passions
there 1s some fancied excellence, or that serves to
flatter us | the - unreasonable selicitude we feel
about it, but this presents one with nething but a
sad reflection upon human weakness. I have tried
every method I could think of, to prevent my bemng
an egregious coward, and all I have gained by my
endeavours s sometimes to hide it from other
people, a sorrowful instance that the reason which
may give a decency to outward actions, will net
always make one mtern..’v happy or wise.

- I'do not know with all my terrors, whether E
should not have been glad of some such volatile
animal as your’s to convey me hither last week,
instead of a drawling stage coach. However I
spent as little time in it as possible, for hearing we
were to take up a fat man; and who upon earth
could have patience to wait till a fat man was ready ?
I made my escape and left my name with every pas-
senger I met on the rogd, for the information ef the
coachman that I had not deserted him entirely, and
he had besides sometimes the satisfaction of disco-
vering a glimpse of me, dancing before bim like a
spirit which he was not very likely to overtake.
He scemed to bear it tolerably well at first, but at_

the
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the end of ninte of ten miles he lost 4ll patietice,
and using his utmost efforts to coine ap with me,
scolded very heartily. Bless tne how the man did
storm! He said, did I take his horses for negtoed;
that I used them like dogs, and it was & shamié
people should be treated so, for I had done thetn
more harm than forty passengers, and he was obs
liged to drive like old scratch to corhe up with mé,
To be sure I was all one comme bewitched. I
need not, he thought, make such oughts of hid
coach, - for as good gentlewomen as ever were
hatched had tode in it before me. I was fright
ened into the conviction that all Jehu’s argumentd
were just, and so humbly begging pardon of him
and his horses, I climbed into the coach, and pro=
teeded very quietly in it to Canterbury, where 1
now am among a set of very agreeable people, if
they did not some times keepmeuptill past midnight;
I however get through it tolerably well, and am
upon the whole much improved beyond some ac-
counts you have had of me, for I am become &
very egregious blunderer at whist, and am more-
ovér drawn irr to display the same happy talent at
quadrille. As I never play but among peepls
where I am quife at my €ase, and may laugh and
talk as much as I like, cards are now become dn
amusement to me, and I have not once quite fallen
asleep over them.

- . N % : Iam
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I am much obliged to you for your good wishes
about my tar-water regimen, in which I persevere
with great resolution, and I really think it has
done me some good, for the first effect I perceived
was that I could bear the sight of beef and pudding,
and the next that 1 arrantly eat it, and upon the
whole I am better, and in tolerable good case,
therefore have no right to complain. For the
knowledge of what positive health means, I am con-
tented to wait till some future state of being.

As I conclude my judgment must some how or
other be wrong when I differ from you; I am
heartily ashamed of the abuse I have thrown upon.
the Odyssey. My only excuse is that I have never
seen Mr. Pope’s. Injusticeto Homer I will fullyagree
n every fine thing you will say about the Iliad. Do
you not think there is a dignityinthose employments
which Virgil gives his departed heroes in Elysium,
infinitely superior to Homer's description of the
descent of Ulysses, where one meets with nothing
but a set of squeaking hungry ghosts that keep raving
after victuals as if they had drank tar-water.

- You ask me if I have forsworn Jondon, no,
por .any other place.upon the face of the earth
where there is a probability of meeting you, a hap-
piness I much long for, but of which, alas! I have
‘at present very little hopes. I often however
please myself with visionary conversations, which
' make
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make &t present my most pleasant castle-building.
I walk with you, read with you, and dream on very
pleasantly till T consult you about something I cannot
resolve myself, and then all my amusing speculationg
vanish. And now I am talking of knotty points
But the Post is just going, and I have only
time to assure you of my being by a thousand ob-
ligations, &c. &e. - " :

Miss TALBOT o Mes. CARTER.
Cuddesden, Jan. 3, 1747

- As T do not take you for a negro, I wﬂl
not use you like a dog, therefore good lady wilt .
of the whisp, that lead stage coaches:a wild goose
chase nobody “knows whitlier, this Letter comes
from Cuddesden to Canterbury, led: over hill and
ddle by the sarne wandering star, to bring"you the
good * wishes of .the season, which keep-good I
suppose as long as.mineed pies, though they wouid
perhaps have been somewhat more seasonable some
days ago, It was not for want of having you in
my thoughts that T did not write punctually on
pew Jears day; I bave wished you health, spirits,
amusements,
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amusements, and any thing in the werld that would
bring you within reach of me, and to these fouy
wishes you may add as many more as you pleage,
only do not wish ingtead of being huffed by the
goachman, to he driven in a landau and six by g
fine gentleman of your own, for the race of gentle.
men charioteers I have no very great respect. But
as [ find you have an affection for fat- people, J
have a scheme just come into my head that will
suit us both exactly, there is but one trifling ob~
Jeetion in the way, the man’s wife is alive; he &
the squire of our parish, and lives within a stone’s
throw of us, i3 no slenderer a man than Sir John
Falstaff, and really at times has not much less hu-
mour, and 3t no time p less stomach®. HeisI
suppose not ahove seventy, and would fall down
#nd worship. you the firs timg you met him. He
would certainly mayry again, if be had it in Ai
power, and has learning enough ta court. you. in
Hehrow, I helieve : now for the sake of baving you
_my neighhour I will waye my own pretensions, and

p’oak a-goad ward for you. Then shgll I meet
youm a hot summer day taking an airing with
him in yeur coach upon Shotover hill——But dqnt
he s slated with this promise as ta go sad- pro-

. Probably Sebast;an Smlth Esq of Cuddesden, whose
est'tta came amr\\ards t,o hls rel.mm; Su,’l W. Smith Glﬂ's

dnner. Bart, .
- clain

ettt
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claim your good-luck at the market cross, for there
are people at Canterbury much acquainted with
‘our neighbours. 'There is ene Mr. Lukin ‘who is
4t Oxford, and who frequently comes over to them,
and to whom it be known I scarce ever presume
0 hame you, because I want of all things to have
him tell me a great deal about you. This is a folly
for which I am perpetually vexed with myself, for
whatever subject I want most' to-talk about I am
generally most silent upoﬁ,' from a sort of shyness,
and diffidence, and mauvaise honte, that is quite
unaccountable. He supped with us this Christmas,
and I knew he had been at Canterbury in the sum-
mer, you zan in my head the whole evening, but
not a word did I say about you, postponing what 1
‘had to say to the next visit, which will prabably-net
take place this six months. Another Kentish men
1 rode with this year, and talked-to him of Miss
‘Hall, and all the Miss Lynehes, and all the elever
people I eould think of at-Canterbury, till I believe
he wendered at my large acequaintance, but of Miss
‘Carter whe introduced me to all this acquaintance
mot ene word.- Will you know the homest truth?
for it has been at the tip of my pen so long that I
‘see it must eome at last. One day when after
uch eaution I was beginning to enquire of a mighty
silly man something about Miss Carter, he stopped
my gmouth with——O yes, 1 know her-ver_y well,
she
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she is a wit and writes verses—Why should one live
in such awe of fools?

To be sure I am in a mlghty talkative humour
this morning, and must trust wholly .to your
humour to forgive all the idle things I have been
saying. First I have been abusing my neighbours,
then myself, and last of all you, my dear Corres-
pondent ; I will now go talking of books, as the
more harmless subject.

. Have you seen Abbé le Blancs Letters upon
the English Nation? I am more pleased with them
than 'with any book of the kind 1 ever read. They
give me hotha good opinion of the authar apd of my
own country; though if he had had the goqd luck to
fall into still better company, than I believe he
did here, his ‘notions upon some subjects would-
have heen juster. But, in general he writes with
great good sense, candour, taste, and. elegance.
Have you any bookseller at Canterbury whe is fur-
nished with these new thirgs as they come out?
And bave you one that deals much in French books,
for else it is quite tantalizing you to recommend
them. I have beep reading some memoirs lately,
those of the Sieur de Pontis, an old officer and
courtier in the reign of Lewis the XIIth, that has
given me great amusement. All histories of very
busy life, read with peculiar agreeableness in a

quiet calm retirement,
There
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There is a new Canto of Spenser’s Fairy Queen,
lately come out, that I think I can be sure you will
like, for I flatter myself our tastes in some things
are alike, You will say that is not at all of a piece
with the wretched cowardice I exprest on tother
side the leaf, but you would easily pardon me could
I give you a detail of the persecutions I have most
unjustly undergone sur le chapitre du bel esprit.
Now when for some years I have -been going
through a strict course of plain work, spinning,
poultry feeding, guacking, and fifty more such
harmless domestic exercises, :to purge myself from
such imputations, to see myself on the brink of
being infected again would make any body tremble.
Yet would I venture upon this utmost peril, would
my kind stars but happily allow me to be near you,
we would then together laugh over all these ridiculous
notions, both of my own and. gther peoples, or talk
qver more seriously a thousand other subjects, in
which hour after hour would pass by unpercelved
yet not unimproved. :

I ought not to complain of my stars as unkind
Jjust now, for we have at present 4 companion .who
spends a fortnight with us, and who is as. perféctly
agreeable as the highest idea your imagination can
form. You must certainly often have heard of -
the Bishop of Glocester ¥, for nobody has a more

* This character sufficiently marks Dr. Benson as the ﬁishop
here spoken of.

general
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- general a¢quaintance, but perhaps you may only
. have heard of him in his mare serious public cha-
racter, whbat he is among a set of friends is beyond
sll description; the case, the cheerfulness, the wit,
the goodsnature, the humour,. the infinite . variety
of entertainment, that make it impossible while he
is in any place for any thing but down rnght ill health,
or misery, to be unhappy.

When your next Letter cames it will ﬁnd us in
perfect solitude, for so we are to spend the mext
three weeks. Whenever you can steal an hour
from your more chegrful athusements, it will be most
charitably bestowed, dear Miss Carter, on, &e.

. Mags. C'ART‘ER‘ ro Miss TALBOT.
Canterbury, Jan. 23, 1747.

I rnTENDED to have been before-hand
with . you, dear Miss Talbot, in a thousand good
wishes, and-should certainly have done it, if a
perpetual hurry of engagements had not deprived
me of every leisure moment. I was in hopes last
week would have put an end to them, but positively
there is no end to eating, drinking, and playing
cards, and people seem to me to have formed a

2 conspiracy
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conspiracy to kill ane another for -want of sleep 3
8o I have e’en catched up my pen, and am resolved
to write to you hefare ] have quite forgot haw to
handle such a thing. The use of the twenty-four
Jetters indeed I stand a tolerable chance to remem-
ber, by the assistange of Dr. Potter ¥, whp has
taught me your method of spelling, and as your’s it
is an entertginment that gives me peculjar delight.
The Dr. showed me a word with which you had
puzzled him,. and nothing - could eqyal my impay
tience to find it out, but my stupidity in not beipg
able tg do it, which would have been.the case tg
this instant, if Miss Hall, provoked atmy extreme
dullness,  and  afraid I should bring myself into a
eansumption by severe study, told.me she beligved
I should never find 3t ous till I turned Jew. And
now I am speaking of Dr. Potter, I must make
honaurable mention of Mr. Hynd, to whom 1 am
greatly obliged, for he talked to me of you. I can
ensily congeive the difficulty you complain of, by
myself, for there is an upaccountable something
that cheaks me whenever I am going to enquire
after you, and if ever I do venture to speak, I
utter o many foolish things, that I am afraid
people will' think it a disgrace to you to be ac-

? Brobendary, and after Dean, of Canterbury, eldest san to
Aschbishop Potter, )

) quainted
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quainted with any thing so blundering and awkward.
However Mr. Hynd began first, and I believe I
should have got courage enough to hold up the
conversation, when most unluckily somebody at
tother side of the table exhibited a marvellous
story about five rats; which drew the attention of
my gentleman, and he left me to enjoy my con-
templations about you, and finish the discourse by
myself; only think how provoked I was to see you
rivalled by five rats! To-be sure the man looked
with as much earnestness, -and seemed as deeply
interested in the narrative as if he had been a
cat. - . ~

- 'This- Letter has been begun this long time, and
T have net been' able to proceed a step further.
'Tis a most- vexatious thing to be perplexed for
want of time, and to find oneself always in an-up-
voar of business. Besides all my other important
engagements, 1 have been working my eyes out in
making shirts for my brother; I want mightily to
reform the world in this particular, and therefore,
am resolved when ¥-come into your neighbourhood,
and am blessed with a family of boys, they shell
all learn to ‘make their- own' shists. I hope' you
will not fail to promote my interest with -the cue
riosity of a lover you have provided for me, by
giving him @ faithfuil recital of this my notable re-

solution.
1 could
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I could never have imagined it possible I should
have had more philosophy than you, and yet by
your own aceount I find I have. I camn by no
means approve the frights and terrors you seem to
be under sur le sujetdu bel esprit, nor do I think there
is any deference due either to the ignorance of trifling
heads, or the perverseness of worthless hearts, which
will always find something or other to exercise their
folly or ill-nature about. I should not, I think,
therefore, put myself to the trouble of unnccessary
‘cautions : enfin je vais toujours mon train, and
have always found that endeavouring to acquire a
tolerable degree of common sense has amply repaid
me for any thing I may have suffered in the article
of learning or wit, and thus have borne with great
tranquillity the scandle of absurdities I never com-
mitted, and of nonsense that I never wrote.

The bell rings for church, so I must quit you,
though not without expressing the extreme pleasure
I feel from the recollection of this day six years *;
a day that gave birth to such a set of ideas as have
formed some of the most agreeable moments I
bave ever met with from that time to this, in which
I have the happiness, &c.

* When the two ladies first saw each other. ;

Miss
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Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.

Cuddesden, Feb. 9, 1747.

- Tuis is the last Letter, dear Miss Carter,
that T am likely for some months to date from this
most favoutite place. In two days we set off for
London, but as I believe yoh will scarce bé¢ more
amused with the common chit-chat of that idle
place than with thie famous and delectablé history
of the five rats, I rather chuse to writé to you
from here in some leisure, than from Piccadilly in
a hurry. Not but you shall have some London
Letters if you think them worth writing for. Now I
falk of Letters, I must really condole with you for
missing a pleasure that has been to me a very high
one this winter, for by understanding Pliny in the
original you are scarce the better for a most elegant
and’ beautiful translation of his Letters * that we
have been reading with great delight. Well, to be
sure, a faithful and elegant translator is a character
of the highest virtue in the literary republic. It
implies public spirit the most void of ostentation
a kind regard for the illiterate; a love of our native
country, shown by enriching its language with vas

* Probably Melmoth’s,
: luable
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luable books ; a just regard for merit of whatdver
country, by placing the merit of some valuable
foreigners in the truest and fairest light; a care, a
judgment, and exactness that origmal writings do
not require, and some degree of humility in scarce
aspiring to the name of an author. But how few of
those heroes and heroines are there! The common
herd of translators are mere murderers.

But was ever so original an author as Mr. Cibber?
Have not you read him? Have not you admired—
have not you wondered—have not you laughed—
have not you been peevish? Have mot you upon
the whole been vastly entertained? Poor Cicero!
could he but look out of his urn, and see his dar-
ling glory traduced by an upstart modern—and of
all moderns by — ; could one but make him
comprehend the kind of character, show him
somie of the Odes, and give him at once all the
ideas annexed to the name of Colley Cibber! And
yet this odd mortal writes in a great many places
with much sease and truth, and shows a kind of
tenderness and fondness for the amiable parts of'

. Casar’s character that one cannot help being a liftle
teuehed with.

I hope you are still going on without inter-
mission, eating, drinking, and playing at cards at,
Canterbury, and have no dependance apen this.
wretched weather, nor leisure so much as to mind:

it.
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#. Poor we are here in the midst of driving snow and
whistling winds, and amongst it all must we set
out to-morrow.

Do not be uneasy about our journey, for since
writing the above it is wisely determined we shall
not think of attempting it till the weather is less
hideous.

Mgs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
Canterbury, Marck, 20, 1747

Goop-Morrow, dear Miss Talbot, I must

interrupt your dreams, for the only leisure moments I
have are when people are asleep. I hope you are by
this time safe in London without being petrified
upon the road. I was much rejoiced to find the
latter part of your Letter contradict the first resolu~
tion, which really made me shudder, as well inured
as I am to all kinds of weather. But apprehensive
as I was about your journey, I did not at all need
your good wishes that I might be insensible to the
inclemency of the sky, for I should be very sorry
to" lose such a pleasing set of horrors; whistling
winds and driving snows I consider as the pro-
per and becoming ornaments of winter, and I ean-
not
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not help looking upon a fine day in that season
with some kind of dislike as a very unnatural thing,
I am extremely delighted with a buzzard, whom I
have watched all this winter, and who seems to be
of the same taste with myself. Whenever it looks
clear and shining the creature sits mighty snug and
stupid upon his perch, but the moment the sky
begins to lour he descends, claps his wings, and
wanders about the garden with a most complete
enjoyment of the tempest. I should certainly have
‘pursued the method of this my fellow-creature in
rambling up and down the face of the earth in the
last blowing snowy weather, but on my talking one
evening something about walking out, there was’
as much astonishment and outcry in the family as
if I had scriously told them I was going to hang
myself; and so to avoid the scandal of having ah-
solutely lost my scnses I was obliged to cont:nt
myself with quietly setting by the fire-side, and
listening to the storm at a distance.

Was you ever electrified? We have an itinerant
philosopher here, who knocks people down for the
moderate consideration of sixpence, and men,
women, and children are electrified out of their
senses. This is at present the universal topic of
discourse. The fine ladies forget their cards and
scandal to talk of the effects of electricity. The
squires flock out of the villages to bring themselves

VoL. I, 0] and
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and th-ir dogs to bo electrificd ; end the very boys
and girls in the streets break therr teeth with lona
hard words in describing the wonders of tricity.

For fear, however, that the mere love of philosophy
should not gain him a sufficient mumber of specta-
tors, this High Dutch conjuror is likewise possessed
of a curious puppet-show, where I suppose the
whole systemn of electricity is exhibited by Punch,
who I believe would explain it just as well as any
body else, for all the philosophers seem marvel-
ously perplexed on this subject. But however
ignorant people may be with regard to . particulars,
do not the experiments in general seem strongly to
prove the favourite ethercal fire of the ancients
and the Bishop of Cloyme*? Perhaps not only
in this but in most other mstances, all the disco-
verics of the moderns tend enly to convince one of
the good sense and true philosophy of the aneients,
-and to prove what they have asserted t.

I want much to know your opinion ef the new
‘play, and till then shall suspend my curiosity of
seeing it. The great applause it has met with in
this town is no proof of its merit, if ore is to form
any judgment of the taste of the town from the

* Bishop Berkley.. .
+ Goguet’s celebrated work * L'Origine des Loix, des Arts,
et des Sciences,” &c. tending to prove this seemmg paradox,
was not [ublished tifl 175s.

~’

encourage-
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encouragement it has given to the stupid ridiculous
favour of Miss . To be sure there are some
seasons when the English seem to be arrantly be-
witched, for I think one can no otherwise account
for those strange distortions that one sometimes ob-
serves in the natural good sense of the nation.
After railing at the nonsense of other people,
you will perhaps think ’tis with a very ill grace that
I have the assurance to enclose you some of my
own* By way of excuse, I recollect that you
“agree with me in expressing great veneration for
an owl, and as this has flown about the earth
- much -more than I ever intended it should, it
~would be a very ungrateful owl not to pay his com-
pliments to you. I have the pleasure of being se-
renaded every night by 4 concert of these Athenian
singing birds from the cathedral that overlooks my
window. To be sure you will think one great drift
" of this Letter was to assure you of my singular
affection for owls and buzzards.
I am very glad Pliny appears so well in an
English dress, for he is one of my favourite writers.
" The translation of his Letters must certainly be a
* very difficult task. The Panegyric, as it is a pane-
gyric, and a very long one, I never read, nor I

* The ¢ Ode to Wisdom,” p. 396 of the quarto edition.
02 believe
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believe ever shall, unless you tell me it much de-
serves it. .

I gladly claim your promise of London Letters,
which will probably find me here, though the fine
weather strongly invites me to my morning walks
at Deal ; for as to walking here, ’tis an impracti-
cable scheme, unless in speculation through a tele-
scope. Adieu, &c.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.

I owE you so many thanks, dear Miss

Carter, for your owl, that it is high time I should
begin to return them, but indeed I am not in spirits
for writing. ‘There is nothing so dismal as this’
hateful town, when one is not in a situation te
enjoy any of its amusements, and enly feels one is
not in a country solitude by having no leisure to
enjoy one’s own thoughts, nor any pleasant view or
beautiful object to look upon. It seems as if when
we are in reach of society, we ought to keep up
some connection with it, but I know not how
day passes after day, and still T do nothing but
nurse a cold by the fire-side, and see such mise-
rable low spirits in one of my best friends, that my
ol
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own are affected by it to a degree I cannot express.
Alas, why do Iindulge the weakness of telling you
this, when it will only give you an unnecessary
pain? We ought not to do this indeed, for poor
fellow-travellers as we all are through very indiffe-
rent roads, methinks all we have to do is to keep
up the cheerfulness of the journey as well as we
can. What could possess me to sit down, deep in
the spleen as I am, to write to you? Go back
into my drawer, foolish paper, and lie - there till I
am in a gayer humour.

Upon second thoughts I will send this dismal
fragment by this Post, for the sake of sending you
the Speech enclosed, which you will be as much
charmed with as I was with your owl; more it is
not possible to be. I did not hear it, for a eold
prevented me from attending, excepting two days
at the very first. I did not indeed deserve the so-
lemn serious pleasure, for when I did go, in spite
of all the fine sentiments I writ you in the summer,
T went too much like my sister triflers, as to a
pubhc place, the finest and best dressed assembly
one could goto. Adieu! I aminterrupted.
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Mzrs. CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT.

Canterbury, March 30, 1747.

I am extremely obliged to you, my dear
Miss Talbot, for the Speech you were so good as
to send me, which I read with the highest imagi-
nable delight. It is cer'tainly worthy a Greek ora
Roman genius, and in this has the superiority, as
it charms one from the mere force of truth and
good sense, and borrows very little help from the
ornaménts of rhetoric and oratory,
" I hope by this time the enlivening beams of a
warm sunshine have proved a more effectual re-
medy for your cold than nursing it by a dull fire,
It will give me real joy to hear you are relieved
from the situation you describe in your last, for one
can "hardly conceive any thing more melancholy.
There are very few real calamities in the world, but
of those few, none is more affecting than the ill
health of one’s friends, nor more absolutc-ly out of
the power of reason to relieve,

I am very sorry to hear the fine sentiments that
attended you in the quiet solitude of the country,
had such an aversion to noise and hurry, that they
would not accompany you to London; however,
1 hope you will find them very safe at your return,

and
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and they are really very well worth gaing back.
for. , .

We have got the Suspicious Husband here,
which is the most notable performance I have ever
met with, where nobody talks and every body acts.
Upon the whole, I like it very well, though it is
extremely the fashion herc to call it a very dull
thing, and very unnatural, because it has very
little wit. Now, as Comedy is a representation of
common life, and as one meets with nobody byt
what talks wit, to be sure the ol,gjection is extremely
well grounded!

As nonsense js often a gnod remedy for the
spleen, I am going to tell you a nonsensical story.
I remember you was once charmed with the figure
of a quiet, deliberate, Jank-haired puritan youth,
whom I mentioned 40 you, but my present. object
is one of a totally different character, whose wig is
always in am uproar, his cloaths hung upon every
lock and bolt by the extreme. trepidation of his
pace, and who runs over every body he meets in
his way. Last night, about ten o'clock, we were -
all startled by a most outrageous ringing af the door,
which proved a servant of the aforesaid Orlando,
with a Letter, to which he must have aa answer, be-
fore an answer eould possibly be given; but I thought
I might as well rcad the Letter first, which was no
other than an arrant billet doux, in which he was

~ resolved,
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resolved, as sémebody says in Moliere, to  prendre
le Roman par la queue, et débuter par la mariage.”
As the man had never signified his intention before,
to be sure the demand was somewhat abrupt and
peremptory ; however, I had a 7o extremely at his
service, but would not detain his emissary, who, I
. concluded, was to gallop on without loss of time to
Deal, to ask my father’s consent, and from thence
to London, for the approbation of my uncle. The
next morning, before any soul was up, he returned
with the same violence of ringing, and carried back
my answer to his master, whom I expect every day
to come and fly away with me in a chaisc and one,
tnless he should meet with somebody in his way,
and be married upon the road. I have told you
this foolish ridiculous story, as it diverted myself,
but beg you will not mention it, as I have not, to
any ane else,

I beg you will let me hear from you very soon,
for I am so impatient that I shall want it long before
it can arrive. I have been ealled away ten times,
and shall be twinked if I do not leave you after
having assured you, &c. &c. *

Miss
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Miss TALBOT to Mrs. CARTER.
Loudon, 4pril 18, 1747.

I maY €en as well write to you now,
dear Miss Carter, as stay loager, for I see tis'in
vain to wait, till I have made some such conquest
as you boast of in your last, and yet really ’tis but
insipid to answer you without. But you are a finé
gay lady, and go flaunting about all Canterbury,
while T in gay London have sat as soberly by my
fire-side for these last five weeks, as if I had been
fivée hundred miles off. I approve much of your
refusing a chaise and one, because I think it would
scarce have brought you hither, but the first fine
man in a fashionable postchaise, or phaeton, that
offers to run away with you to London before the
month of June, or to Oxford in any of the following
months, I insist upon it that you drop him the
civilest curtsie you can, and say very graciously,
Yes if you please, good Sir. Or if you are so
inexorably disposed, pray exhort some fine Kentish
man to come and run away with me. Suppose you
send off your discarded lover, all in a hurry, with
& pillion behind hitn; that certainly is the cleverest
scheme of the two, for I am convinced if you were
in town, we should havé much less acquaintance.
than we have now. There is a sort of enchant-

‘ . ment
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ment in the air I believe, that makes people avoid
"each other the moment they are in this vile place,
who have been wishing above all things to meet
before : for here there is no such thing as friend-
ship, society, or rational conversation. I really
am quite out of humour with it. Some of the
bappiest hours of one’s life are those sure which
are spent with agreeable conversible friends, in all
the ease and freedom of unreserved . discourse;
discourse not of trifles and visits, actors and drums,
but on such subjects as are fit to employ the at- .
tention of a reasonable creature®, or of such as
are at least amusing and engaging. But this sort of
society seems to be gone out of theworld. In the
country we cannpt have it, because the people are
not thére; and here we cannot have it because every
body is engaged every day in some public place. A
woman of excellent sense, and one of the quietest
sort, ipsisted upon it the other night that I should
go with her to the play, for the sake of having
more of her company than I could possibly enjoy
in any other way; well, I went, and saw Mr, Gar»

#* Scrmo oritur,- non de villis domibusve alienis ;
Nec male peete Lepos saltet; sed quod magis ad nos
Pertinet, & nescire malum cst, agitamys,—}or. 11. Sat, ¥i,

There is no reason to suppose that Miss Talbot was cone
versant with Horace, and such exact coincidences jn mora}
opinions at so great a distange of time are very curigys.

rick
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rick actin his farce, and indeed it was worth seeing,

as something so original, so natural, that it is not

to be imaged without seeing. This play, and one

oratorio, are the sum of the public places I have:
been at, unless you will add two very moderate

drums, and one concert. Those oratorios of
Handel’s are certainly (next to the kooting of owls)
" the most solcmnly striking music one can hear. I

am sure you must be fond of them, even I am who-
have no ear for music, and no skill in it. In this

last oratorio he has literally introduced guns, and

they have a good effect. '

I do not know what is the subject of town talk
-at present, nothing very remarkable I fancy. Af-
fairs in Flanders seem to go on but indifferently,
difficulties, want of money, want of spirit in the
Dutch, are things one hears mentioned, but men-
tioned discrectly. At home I much fear there is a
strong party spirit rising, that will be very trouble-
some next year. However, the victory of Cul-
loden has been very loyally commemorated, and
yet very quietly. Adicu! fair inexorable, I wish
you may have a thousand lovers, that you may
send me descriptions of them all. As for me, I
can think of nothing to describe in the world at
this moment, except it be myself, and the best de-
scription I can give of myself at this time is, that
Tam, &c.

' P S./
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P.S. This poor Letter has lain folded in my
drawer these five days, impatient as it must have
been, had it any taste, to leave this vile town, and
wait upon you. In the mean time there has been
a great joy on account of the Stadtholder, great
sorrow on account of Fort St. George: At present
both joy and sorrow have talked themselves asleep,
and as for me, of course I have been asleep, or
else I should have dispatched away my Letter while
the news was fresh—

Mgrs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
Canterbury, BMay 14, 1747.

I smourp long ago have done myself
the pleasure of writing to you, dear Miss Talbot,
but have been in a constant hurry of one sort or
other ever since I received your’s. No doubt you
have a great curiosity to know what I have been
about, so I shall proceed to inform you, as one
kind of nothingness is as good as another. In the
first place, I have been out of the world some-
where, at an infinite distance from people and
things, in the country, where I spent, by vulgar
somputation of time, a week, but in my own a

year.

7.
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year. To be sure I was in a house very pleds
santly situated, and the hogs grunted, and the pigs
squeaked, the toads croaked, and all was mighty
rural and pretty. Besides, I was really in a very
agreeable family, and was carried there by very
agreeable friends; and yet whatever possessed me,
I took it into my head to be extremely restless and
uneasy. It seemed to be a place from which I
could not very conveniently run away, and so fan-
cied myself in the condition of some unfortunate
damsel in a romance, confined to an enchanted
palace, and I had absolutely lost all idea of my
being in any European country.—At last I returned
to Canterbury, to my great joy, and ever since,
between head-achés and fluttering up and down
upon the face of the earth for joy, thatI was once
more among men, women, and children, I have had
little leisure for writing. '

. I hope you have by this time perfectly recovered
your cold. I had the pleasure of hearing you was
walking in the Park.  After all there is but little got
by nursing one’s complaints over a fire, and since
the strictest sobriety, and the most quiet see-saw
life will not secure one from head aches and fevers,
one may as well sometimes have the pleasure of
playing the rake, and doing like other folks. In
pursuance of this doctrine I ventured last week to
the assembly, which, to volatile, dissipated people

: like
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like me, is a very high entertainment. There omne
is not confined to any particular person, or method
of discourse, but may in a few hours run through
the whole circle of human conversation. Enfin
cest un peu de folie, et un peu de sagesse, mélé de
la maniére du monde la plus agréable. To be sure
Imight just as well have said this in English, but I
was thinking of a Freneh officer who was there,
and who was very.entertaining. Miss Hall and I
shared him by way of partner; and between us
both we did not suffer him to sit down a single dance,
which perbaps you may think somewhat unmerciful ;
but surely there is no need of seruple about a
Frenchman, a species of creature composed en-
tirely of air and fire, with no one principle of lassi-
tude init. Besides if you had killed him, the man
seemed so perfectly sensible of the extreme honour
it would have done him, that it would have seemed
cruel to deny him the satisfaction of verifying his
fine speeches.
What effect had last Sunday’s storm with you in
London; we had only moderate thunder and light-
. ning here, with fine showers; the effects of it at
Deal were terrible. There was a ball of fire to-
wards the North-west, which burst, and has burnt
and wounded four people in a sad manner*. I

# This is the storm mentioned in Mrs. Carter’s Memairs, p

had
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had a Letter from my sister, who saw it fall," it was
accompanied by a prodigious noise, and a hail
storm, such as has not been known these forty
years, it lay above an hour in heaps upon the
ground.

I propose to myself much pleasure in’reading
Melancholy, because I fancy, though I cannot tell
why, that it is written by Dr. Akenside. Your
next Letter I hope will find me at Deal. I am to
set out to-morrow, and mean to compose myself
there for the rest of the summer. Whenever I
meet with any intelligence that has not got into the
‘public papers you shall have it, though I fear
‘there is no great hopes of agreeable news.  All
happiness attend you ; 1am going to take leave of a
‘thousand people, which is the silliest, awkward
thing I know, &c. :

Miss TALBOT rto. Mrs. CARTER.
London, May 16, 1747.

‘ONE cannot hear good news too often,
and therefore, dear Miss Carter, you will certainly
. forgive me though you should have heard, hefore
this reaches you, all I have to tell. That Admiral

: Anson,
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Anson, and with him Admiral Warren ¥, fell in
with the French fleet near Brest, which was going
part to the Indies, and part to Canada, and has
taken six men of war, besides several merchant
ships and transports, to the value of a million and
half. His ships are in pursuit of the rest. The
French Admiral is killed, and on our side Captain
Grenville.

I do not pretend this to be any sort of answer
to your’s, which I received with great delight yes-
terday. Your regard for the French officer, who
engrossed so much of your thoughts since the
assembly, will not I hope make this news disagree-
able to you. Poor man! he is safe out of the way
of cannon balls, were he but as secure from darts
and arrows and indefatigable dancers. Tis a ter-
rible alliance you and Miss Hall have made toge-
ther against him, let the misfortunes of his country-
men give you some ‘compassion towards him, and
may we soon have such news from Flanders, as
shall almost make it look like an insult only to
smiie upon him—Adieu?! trés chere—

.*® This signal victory was gained May 3, 1748, off Cape -
Finistersc.

Miss
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Miss TALBOT to Mrs. CARTER.

Cuddesden, June 19, 174f.

~ Ar last, my dear Miss Carter, I am got back
to a place where I can have my thoughts enough
about me to write a reasonable sort .of Wr

need not tell you I am sure that all the varled
scenes I have quitted could not possibly efface you
from my mind, I thought of both you and of the
Letters* I owed you, but knowi ing your goodness,

T hoped you would make excuses for me, though I ‘

made none for myself, and such is the mgratltude
of the world, I am sorry to say, that yoa good-
natured people oftenest have your patlence tried.
The plan of your operations for next spring. has
amused me with a thousand dehghtful dreams, (for
the most plausible projécts in this world at half a

year’s distance are no better) and I want extremely‘

to be informed of all particulars. When, where,
and with whom? I am full of schemes, and full of
hopes, and should write myself into high spirifé' , if
I were to indulge my imagination a little upon a
subject it is so fond of. But I have learnt that the
golden mean, so eligible in every thing else, is in

" ® The Letters alluded tb are missing.
VOL I, P ’ matter



2i0

matter of schemes and hopes of all things most to
be avoided. If we confine ‘them to the present
scene, and do not suffer them to plan further than
the next day or hour, they may be just enough.
If. we would extend them further, and not be lost
m djsappointments and delusions, they must ex-
tend mto k3 dnstant futunty beyond the bouuds of
hme.\ f

- And so ta, refurir from the fyture to, the past and
ﬁ om the clouds to London. The latter part of my
tlme thele past very. agreeab]y, the madness after -
'publlc dsversxons abated, at least amonyg my own
set of frlends, and souety grew ramonal and cheer-
ful’ “We ‘made ‘parties out .of town, walked in

.....

%gggﬁﬁf@ﬂ gardells, had some chal ming conccrts
-m‘a jpnva“te set e}f only ‘forsy or ﬁfty, (shgll you
hke' to 80 to euc' of them next sprmg;) spent, au
evenmv at Vaux.has}l ‘and some stnll pleasanter
egn%g apd mermpgs of mele fuendly chat, gaye,
lnl;p Sld,m:y CEARN “ new feathers to the

m(rf. "of trme," and : truly it flew fast enough I
haVﬁ I}I(IL taken leave' of t.nose vamtles. and follies
1tv ic ch 1w ?.st begmnma to be well ,enough pleased
Wltb‘\ gn‘d 19pe, . thrbe or, four mqmt.hs time, 1
sﬁxp‘i lmfu;e' myself t0, red{]mg[ and 'wonkn}a gt least
an hour OF two m a da_y }op kr}q\y’ experi-
mentalfy the progress ore” makes from a gay town

lady to a gqodl coutgnted, cqunixy. hoysgwife.  First
| , the

R ‘1 § .
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the tragedy princess in an' august melancholy (sucky
as you was in your week’s imprisonment in your en~
chanted castle) and then the pastoral nymph, (my
present staté) lolling on a grden bank, among roses
and honeysuckles, and singing sonnets to the zephyrs,
idle indeed; but:perfectly rural. - Adiea ! I had rather
omit-a few idle sentences; than make you pay &
double Letter, should frankmg be dlsallowed before
this reaches. you™. -

<

Mlss TALBOT TO Mas CARTER
Cuddesdcn, Aug. 28, 174-7'

.o !Ouem‘ I to’ hegin ‘my answer } to you
just mowornot, dear Miss Carter? It is most.cer-
tain I .have: nothing to- do at this moment that s
either better, opr more dgreeable ; but then'I am in:
a dull indolent. humour, ‘and rather ‘more inclined:
to be lulled asleep :by the rustling . of ‘the leaves,
and waving' of ‘the elms' under whose. shade I sit,
than to mwe any* thmg* that may keep elther you

' thh it wasy fqr tbe Lettf;‘, though franked,by. the-
Blshop, has the Post-oﬁice mark uf three pence, from QOxford
to Deal. -

# 8 Ketter to which thisis thereply is wanting.

oS P2 or
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«r me awake. And yet that word «rite has roused
me a little, by putting me in mind of your enquiry. -
Dear ‘Miss Carter, how can yow ask me what
write’ What should I but chit-chat Letters, and
housewifely receipts. . I:.was wandering what
strange thing you eould .possibly have. shewed for
wine, and-not a ltle pleased to find you bit so
#aely with what I dare say wanted nothing but the
charm of movelty to yrecommend.it. V. $. mi fa
troppo honore. While 1 admire every degree of
genius in others, I live on myself in a mighty John
Trot way, and while I am plodding on day after
day in a round of useful employments, very seldom
find time. to amnse myself with the sportings of
fancy : If ever we meet (Sia presto il giorno) you
will do me good, and put some life and spirit into
me, which really I.want. Qh dear how-we would
walk, - and how we would talk! for I am not.abso-
lutely stupid. nejther, but. ¢an enjoy with-high taste
any kind of beok, or landscape, or fine- day, or
conversation, properly.so-called.

Did: you ever read, or I ever mention to 'you a
book thsit came aut about seven years ago, called
Matho,. or Cosmotheoria, Puerilis? I bave ‘lately
read it over for the second time, by which means I
am come to understand about one third of it, but
‘that little fills me with ideas that I would not ex-
qhange for any others, and would engage me to

i read
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read it a third or a fourth time could I read it with
you. Who knows but I may? As learned as the
book is, it cannot possibly tempt one to be vain,
since the most difficult things in it, are all sup-
posed level to the capacity of a mere school-boy,
the second person in the diulogue, whose character,
excepting in that particular, is charmingly - kept
up. : :

I was much diverted with the Canterbury lam-
poon, and pity the subjects of it as much as the
man in Lucretius pities those he sees shipwrecked,
while he rejoices at being safe on land *. . The
good opinion of all our fellow-creatures, and the
satisfaction of feeling ourselves in good humour
with them, is so valuable, as to make even. the
nonsensical things which are said by envy and
stupidity itself, some allay to the joy of being
esteemed and commended by the wiser and better.
half of the world.. A strong reason for complying
in all harmless instances with the most vulgar pre-
~ judices. You see you have sunk yourself extremely
in my opinion by not knowing haw - to distinguish.
between wheelbarrows and dumplings, however I
think your reputation there may be easily retrieved;;
send to me for some receipts, make some excellent

+ Alluding to the beautiful and well known. passage, Suave
meri mpgno, &¢. :
. puddings,



214

puddings, invite your lampooners, and you will
effectually stop their mouths.

. 'This was begun the 4th, and lo, it is now the
28th; I forgot my. Letter poor thing .in. a drawer,
being prevented finishing it the day it was begun;
while the careless writer has been indulging her-
self at Oxford, with all the gaieties of a race week,
which I think I never entered into with better
spirits than this year, though the excessive heat of
the weather made me almost entirely resist the
temptation of dancing. To make me amends for
this self-denial, I have been entertained with a
vast deal of most excellent musie, and su¢h as in-
spired the most pleasing ideas. Go .on and pros-
per in the science of the harpsichord. But pray
$ell me how is it possible for people to be passion-
ately - fond of music, and especially of oratorie
music, and yet to be in their -lives and manners
unharmonious and disorderly? Does this softening
power of music, and this attention to the noblest
words and sentimer:ts (to Milton’s Morning Hymn
for instance which was one of the pieces I heard)
does it do no good at all, or does it do some at
Jeast for the pregent hour, though not enough .to
resist . strong inclinations, ¢nd the torrent of
example? I wish ycu would wite me a long dis-
sertation on this subject, for I want much to
know what to think about it. It is impossible I
N . . . R . LR think
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think to partake of a réasonable pléasure, & gay
happy hour with people who at that time appear
quite amiable, and not wish that they may always
be in an equally happy frame of mind; and if a ra-
tional love of music can contribute to this, one
must see it with delight; but when one finds it
cannot do every thing, one is apt to suspect it can-
mot do any thing. Alas! itis too true, that one
of the most profligate poor wretches I knaw, and
the most lost and insénsible to all serious consi-
* deration, is the most constant frequenter of .all
oratorios. How can one acoount for this? For it
is not fashion that leads him there, but inclination,

I hope you emjoy this unuspal continuance of
most delightful weather as highly as I do.. If it
does nro harm to the country, I shall be extremely
glad to find the truth of what 1 am told Dr. Hales*
foretells from observations he has made partly
from the weather-glass; that it will last eill Mi-
chaelmas. '

I shall be extremely obl\ged to you if you wilj
answer my Letter according to .its carliest. date,
and not follow my bad example, but my good in-
tention, and let me hear from you very .soon; and

* Munster of Teddington, near Hampton Court.. A great
natural phllosopher, the inventor of ventilators, and a great
botanist, lie died 1761, aged 84. * ' .

o ~ when
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when you write pray say how you do, and -what
is become of your violent head-aches. Adieu!

~ Mzs. CARTER To Miss TALBOT.

Deal, Sept. 15, 1747.
DEAR MISS TALROT, -

I HAD just lost all patience, and was
going to make an enquiry after you, when your’s
arnved and I must beg for the future, when you
are prevented ﬁmshmg a Letter, you will always
.send off the beginning, that if it be but a frag-
ment I xﬁay at least have the satisfaction of know-
ing you are alive and well, instead of being fretting
myself with. appvehenswns that you are sick abed,
while you are *enjoying all the gaieties of a Tace
week. ’ -

I am delighted to hear you talk with so much
pleasure about music: butam very ill qualified to
write dissertations. I labour under the same dif-
ﬁcu!tles on that subject w1th you, and have often
been extremely shocked to observe the most pro-
ﬂlgate worthless people 80 very fond of it. And
yet ‘this is not a_fair argument agamst 1ts general
usefulness perhaps too even to these unhappy

persons
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“persons it may be of service and give them some
minutes of virtue, which they had never known
without its aid. One has often the mortification of
seeing a fondness not only for music, but for all
the fine arts, united with a dissipated head and a
wicked heart, and I scarcely know a more melan-
_ choly reflection. This strange monstrous . compo-
sition seems to owe its rise to the present miserable
defective scheme of education.

I congratulate you on the joy you express in
this fine weather, for my own part I do not know
whether I have mest pleasure or vexation about
*it: for the puor old sexton who used to rouse me
to my morning walks is grown blind, and I am at -
least half the week too stupidly sleepy to wake
myself. You cannot think how it provokes me to
to lie muzzing in stuff and feathers, while the whole
creation invites me abroad. To allay my affliction in
some measure for this disappointment, I had yester-
day the good fortune to pick up a rose, which was
an upexpected prize at this time of the year, and
it is not to be thought what delight I have in it.
O dear how I kiss and talk to it, and tell it stories,
all one like a Christian. But roses, alas! will
fade, and this fair transient object of my admir-
ation- * must soon wither into dust, and I shall
have nothing left for my entertainment but to mora-

~# c————nimium breves - -
Flores ameenz—rosz. Hor.
' ' lize
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lize on its decay, and but what business have
I to moralize, and make prave dull reflections?
This would be quite out of character, for besides
the compliments paid me in the lampoon which
I told you of in my last; I am stiled the grimning
philosopher. 1 am much better pleased with this,
than if they had made an Heraclitus of me.

I don’t know what you mean by suspecting my
good housewifery, when I think myself so notable
a person, as you must certainly, acknowledge,
if you could see me with uncommon econtrivance
joining nineteen heterogeneous pieces together
to make a cap, to say nothing of my labouring
_on in the beaten track through whole - dozens of
shirts and ‘shifts. As to the articles of puddings,
I wish I could send you one piping hot to
Cuddesden, as a specimen of my abifities in the
science of puddings. One would "think you had
a mind to insult-me upon a misfortune that
happened to me 'some fifteen years ago; when [
produced a pudding of a new invention, so"over-
charged with pepper and brandy that it put the
whole family in a flame. THe children all set up
their little throats against Greek and Latin, and I
found this unlucky event was’like to prove miy
everlasting disgrace, for they made a- petfect sera
of it, and every rémdrkable thing that was quoted
for a month after, was-always—sure "to happen on

o T the
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the saime day “ my sister made the brandy pud-
ding.” So to stop their clamour, I happily applied
myself to the forming a special good sweet cake,
with " such suecess, that tie former mishap was
forgot, and I was employed to make every christen-
ing cake that happened in the family ever after.
And theugh I say it, that-should not say it, several
grave notable gentlewomen of unquestionable good
housewifery have applied to me for the receipt. I
hope you will not infer from my story that I am
fond of brandy, for I put it in out of pure good
management to save milk. ]
1 have never read Matho; though I have had
a strong desire ever since you recommended it. ¥
have lately been improving myself by a system of
false philosophy, which I took the pains of reading
through, for no other reason than because it was
wrote by a lady, Madame de Chatelet. She is in
many instances a strong opponent to Sir Isaac
Newton, and very deep in the perplexities of Mr.
Leibnitz. However there are a great many good. .
- things in the book wherever a fondness for hypothe-
sis, and the authority of Mr. Leibnitz does not
over-rule the plainest discoveries of common sense.
In many instances it is not to be wondered at
that one meets great confusion of argument upon
these subjects. For after all, when one has ex-
amined the very best system of natural philosophy,
‘ there
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there remain so many difficulties about the proper-
ties of matter that it is not very surprizing that
some people have taken it into their heads to deny
the actual existence of any such thing.

I am much obliged by your enquiries about my
head, it is much better than it was last summer.
A man in this town has received a Letter from his
son who was in Bergen-op-Zoom when it was
taken; this sad news came yesterday by a vessel
from Flushing, the young man having saved himself
by swimming when the French entered thetown; the
father refuses to shew the Letter, so we are afraid
it contains something worse than the general ac-
count which is bad enough, for the garrison were
all put to death®. My sister desires her best
respects to you, she has been out to certify the
truth of the above melancholy intelligence. Pray
write soon, &c. .

* This was not the case. The town was taken by storm on
the 16th of September, but the garrison were made prisoners
of war. There is cvidently a mistake in the date of this
Letter. .

Miss
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Miss TALBOT to Mrs, CARTER, - -
Cuddesden, Oct. 26, 1747.

- WouLp you believe, dear Miss Carter,
and yet it is most certainly true, that if there were
to.be an act of parliameat passéd. this sessions
obliging me: under high: penalties- to write to you
anee a fortnight, it waould.fill me with great grati-

‘tude to bis Majesty :and the members. I con-
fess this .does not seem. very :likely, . considering
how long your last Letter bas liin: by me unan-
swered,: but I really do wish I had sowe necessity
which obligedmeto indulge; myself in whatis so much
my inclipatién; and which I have only deferred to fol-
low other- employments -that seemed to call. for
more immediate dispatch beeause I liked themless.
If you venld but.be a Jittle pointilleuse. now, dnd
resdy to take offence .at ;these: hy. umeivil. scruplés
of. eonscience—yion . wonld uot be.whet :you are,
and,consequently Lshouldnotcareso much about you.

My time. has-been employed since-I: wrote last;
as. most people’s is/at:this: fine-season; jin rambling
about as far gs. my own- or-my-hoerse’s feet:would
carry the. This:filled my mornings; my afteinoans
are short, aud I as:usqless a mortal, as any that
saunters on the face bf. the earth,.and yet have as
: : many
>
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many little impertinent avocations that call me oft
from every employment I could be fond of; and 1
feel the shertness of time most uneahlly, certainly
for no other reason than because I do not know
how to inake the best use of what I have, but cut
it ont into sippets in the. strangest- way you can
imagine. 'What should ¥ do‘if I'was engaged in
any. serious business? -1 have.ibut three creatures
in the world:over -whom I have 4 right to exercise
any government, a foolish dog;: d:restive: horse, and
a perverse gardener, who has hitely been putiunder
my direction. - In this' my:small - dominion 1. meet
with as masy difficulties :as ev¥er indolent monarch
did. - The‘dog uncontrouled’ is: fot 'ever running
after sheep; or jumping vpon me. with dirty paws;
the horse will by no possible ‘persuasien. go - over
the same ground twice; and the gardener.isi demo-
lishing my beds of flowers, : wisich 1 meantto' have
had enlarged. Indeed you arenot.so mrach to- be
pitied that: your: old! man. cah-call you up-no'longes,
for it is much ‘besterds sleep with, a quiet. consci-
ence it an easy'bed, then to:bé-destresved withiall
these cares that wait upon people i authovity: I
hope at least thess: weighty eiploymengs: will. keep
me in‘a sthte of adtivity all the winter; und-sthao T
may discharge thom. as 1 ought; T::lidve all these
years ‘been: studying profoundly: the llives - of . poti-
ticians.dnd hevoes. - I ean 'téll ' you *tis- a danger-
C e a ' ous9
3 .
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ous study, and if much care is not taken, reading
a great deal of history may be as likely to pervert
the mind as living in the warld. One may grow to
admire ambition and revenge, a8 shining qualities,
to approve cruelty and deceit as prudence,- and to
think the affairs of this world very  important
things, .and riches, honpurs, and fame, vary worthy
of ‘pursuit; being upon ape’s. guard is; ‘however,
all that is necessary. A .very little reflection; se
as:one has it but;at hand, serves to show the pal-
triness and folly of all that theae people think wxse.
great, and illustrious. ,

For all these fige notigns I canngt help bemg
a little in love with a Duke de Guise *, ‘whose
Memoirs. we have just been reading,. who most un-
necessarily engaged himself amongst a most dread-
ful crew at Naples, . prompted mexely by romantic
ideas of glory, and a fine schame he had formed aof
freeing. these wretches from..the Spanish tyranny;
and making of them ap -illgstrious. republic. . In
such. charming  thearies. pepp.ia mever  consider

* Hgn:y IL. Duke of Gu}se, sqn ofChaxles, apd graudson
of Henry, who was murdered at ﬁloxs in 1586, Hg entered
Naples in 1647, soon after the death of Massame]lo, and early
in the following year was taken prisoner and sent into Spain.
After the-was released he. made.anather sttempt upon Naples
in 1654, apd died in 1664.¢ He had: all. the . stnkmg and, pa-
pplar, qualities of a complete knjght-evrant. . ;

what



294

what kind of tools they are to work with, or what
human nature is even in themselves. He certainly
prevented many cruelties, and did a great deal of
good in reducing that wild mob (first raised by
Massaniello) into some kind of order and under
some government. What provokes me is, that
when by the treachery of some of those he was
engaged with, his whole design'was ruined, and him-
self thrown into prison, he gave it over with all
the easé and unconcern of a gay Frenchman. He
was, like ‘you, of Democritus’s school, and through
the whole of his history intermixes such strokes of
humour in describing of oddities that naturally
come in his way, that his book is, I think, one of
the most entertaining I ever read: After all, the
dignity of "human nature, rightly understood, is so
great, that for a' man to step out of his path of
duty, be it ever-so retired, merely for the sake of -
fame, i3 quite as muchi‘beneath him as it would be
for a inan of quality-to step out of his place in a
theatre, and go to perform some part on the stage
which he felt himself qualified to appear in grace-
fully and with applause; an applause better neg-
lected than' gained. Indeed such are the sorry
actors on this world’s busy scene, that for the
most partit is but a just kind of pride to avoid
having any thing to do with them. We are read-
ing now the Life of another French hero, the fa-

mous
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tiious Duke d’Epernon®; who seems, upon the
whole, to have been a man of worth and honour' }’
but many a scuffie must worth and hohour ge
through if they are to be made consistent with
fortune and gredtness. The talking of heroes’
lives, there is another very different-one come out;
which I have been greatly pleased with, though I
fancy in the world it will be miich despised—the
Life of good Colonel Gardiner {, who lived with
as much true and honourable courage as hé
died. .

You see I am writing you two Letters, which I
hope you will allow to be making you some amends
for my former idleness. I will not give you any
more extracts out of musty old French histories,
but will wholly fill this sheet with two very interests
ing subjects, yourself and myself. Do you know
that these two very pretty selves are now within a
few montlis of meeting, and of spending many a
merry hour together. The thought pleases me

* One of the favourites (but far the most eminent and fespect<

dble of them) of that worthless and contemptible monarch
Henry III. He was disgraced by Louis XIIL. and died in
1642, aged 88 years, _ .
" 4 Col. Gardiner was killed at the battle of Pteston-Pais in
1745, The remarkable circumstantes attending his conversion
and death are well knmown, and perhaps deserving of mare
attention than they have met with.

YOL. k. . Q most
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most sincerely, and I look forward to spring with
the most delightful expectations. At present, how-
ever, we are entering into the grave part of the
year. My lord leaves us two days hence, and his
absence is—what you can have no notion of, that
do not know what it is to be with him three quat-
ters of the year. Not that I should dislike to bave
every now and then times of the greatest solitude,
if I were not haunted with fears of seeing those I
am with ill or low spirited. I hope you do not
much know what it is to feel uneasiness of this
kind, for they oppress one’s heart much mmore
than any sufferings of one’s own, and give
winter a terrifying appearance which hails and
snows canhot add to. As for the gaieties and
" amusements of London, though I love them well
enough when I am there, I never once trouble my
head about them, but amr rather glad to be out of
the way of what would too much dissipate a mind
naturally rather trifling. Time never hangs heavy
on my hands, and with next month a hundred new
employinents come in season. My spinning manu-
facture s to be attended, and emulous of you, I
believe I shall take some pains to waste some
butter and brandy, to improve myself in the house-
wifely science of pye and pudding making. Some
hours I propose spending with a good deal of plea~
sure in drawing in Indian ink, besides the slighter

g amus¢ment’
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imuseément of dxjawing flowers, and the triﬂing pag-
time of working a bed, which I believe will prove
excellent to sleep in, for already it has comiposed
frie into many a'comfortable nap as I have been in
the height of my diligence after supper.
I dare not ask you to write soon agait, because
I 50 little deserve it. I will only tell yoy, that the
recewing a Letter from you will be one of the most
agteea.ble incidents that my life is likely to be cheg-
quered with for somie months. The practical in-
ference I leave to your generpsity fo draw. Adieu,
ma trés there, et croyez que je suls avee toute sins
cerité, &e. o

Ma_s. CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT:
Deal, Oct. 29,_ 1747.

. WHaT is become of you, desr Miss
Talbot, I ¢an gio longer forbear enquiring; it is at
least & century since I heard from you; sure it is
not ill health bas mdde you break =il the pro-

" tises you made iri your Jast: send me but aline to
assure me you are well, and I shall be satisfied.
Itake it for granted you will write and make me
my It will find me at Mr. Hall's at Caaterbury,

‘ 23 where
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where I propose to bc next week, To be sure ¥
love the place and company where I am going ex-
ceedingly, and yet there is such a strange vis
inertiz in my composition, that I hate the thought
of a change of situation. Indeed I have infinite
reason to find a powerful attachment at home, be-
sides the ample possession of the country all around
me, where I range with the most perfect enjoy*
ment, and envy nobody the empty title of pro-
perty. ’Tis fit sometimes to change the scene, for
such a state of unbounded, uncontradieted liberty
as I find here, is apt to make oneé very untoward
and fond of one’s own humour; besides that such
a careless rambling woodland life might bring one
at last to long claws, and a look as savage and
staring as Peter the Wild Boy.

I imagine you must have read the prologue at
the opening of the playhouse, and that you must
too be pleased with it. But have you seen a Pa-
rody on some parts of Dr. Young’s Night Thoughts,
and with -this are you not very much displeased?
You certainly are if you have asxstrong an abhor-
rence of this kind of writing as.I have.  Shake-
spear could not have a worse. opinion of the maf
who “‘is not moved by concord of sweet sounds”
than I have of folks who write parodies. To turn
any noble and serious -performance into ridicule,
discovers such a perverseness of: head and corrup-

: tion
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tion of heart, that one cannot, I think, look upon.
it without the utmost contempt and detestation.

I wish you joy of the glorious success of the ex-
pedition under Admiral Hawke. Are not you
greatly pleased with his account of the engagement,
which is wrote with a modesty not often met with
in relations of this kind *.

I had wrote thus far when I had the pleasure of
receiving your Letter, for which accept a thousand
thanks; not but I still think you a little cruel to
to have been so long silent, but the length of your.
Letter in some degree stops my complaints, and
with great pleasurc I set myself down to answer it,
at a time when every body else in the family, and
indeed in the town too, is gone to see a show, to
which people are called by beat of drum. That
you may not think higher of my fortitude than it
descrves in resisting this summons, I must inform
you 'tis not a raree-show, but a play. Do not you
often lament, dear Miss Talbot, that this sort of
entertainment, which might be rendered so useful
to the interests of virtue, is so very ill regulated
that it is hardly proper, I am afraid, to be per-

* This engagement was fought on the 14th of October off
Belleisle. Hawke had fourteen sail'of the line, and M., Le-
tenduer nine, of which seven were taken,

- mitted
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mitted in a Christian country. I do not know
above half a dozen comedies but what endeavour
to overthrow the principles of common honesty,
and take off all the horrors of vice; and the au-
dience is by the wicked management of the writer
prevailed on to wish success to the schemes of
' people, who in real life would deserve to be
hanged, Sp much for my scruples concerning stage
playe. .

I wish you good success in the weighty and per-
plexed affairs of your government.. I fancy there
might be ways and means found to bying your re-
bellious subjects into a better regulation, Commit
your dog, for instance, to the care of some child (I
have a brother at your service), and it will soon be
teized into a very lifeless orderly behgviour. Send
your unruly palfrey into Kent to take morning walks
with my fellow-traveller and me, and we will en-
gageina few months to make the creature as quiet
and as moderate in his paces as the soberest ass.
For though these rambles agree mighty well with
us, I have heard several fine ladies positively assert,
they would very soon tire a horse. As to yeur
gardener, he being a perverse human creature, I
am utterly at a loss to give you any advice how to
_proceed with him, and you may rest satisfied ng
kind of argument you cen use, will ever convince

him
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him that you know bhetter how fo dispose .the
flower-beds than he dogs. Good by for the present,
gear Miss Talbot. o S
.- Many a hill and dale have I travelled over since
I left you last night. The weather was too fine to
be neglected, and I was ynwilling to lose the enjoy~
ment of the last beauties of aytumn, so my peri-
pateuc companion and I have set a compass
which, if we had gone through the air, might have
measured some seven or eight miles, but it would
be difficult ta compute its extent upon earth. We
met with some hospitable people who refreshed us
with tea upon the road, which gave us an oppor-
tunity, in our way home, to enjoy the hel sereno
of this ¢harming moon, which, upon a fine green
plain near the sea-side, made our walk extremely
pleasant. But alas! it did not continue so all the
. way, far in a narrow lane we were met in very
furious faghion by some wild horses, who had run
away from their owpers, and my companion set up
such an ousrageous scream for me to jump over a
five-barred gate to avoid them, as quite confused
and stupified me, so that I could not stir, but she
had more presénce of mind, and first sprung over
herself, and then by mere force dragged me after
her, with such violence that I was quite at a loss
to knew whether it was she or the horse that had
got hold of me. I escaped ‘however with whole

bones,
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“bones, but made a woeful figure, for this vehe-
mence of tugging made a miserable disjointing of
all my apparel, I had neither a pin nor a plait left
in my gown, and after walking a few paces disco-
veted I had lost my apron and my ruffles. Many"
a weary stitth must I set before I can bring the-
tattered state of my wardrobe into tolerable repair.
I am greatly delighted with your excellent ob-
servations upon history, though I am in no sort of
danger of falling in love with heroes or conquerors,
which are characters I look upon with so little re.
verence, that I think many an honest old woman
who cries hot dumplings, a much greater orna-
ment to human nature than a Cesar or an Alex-
ander; and indeed the old woman would suffer
highly by a comparison with such wretches, whom
ane should look upon with the same harror as one
does pestilences and inundations, as other scvere
scourges of Providence. No hero I meet with in
history, who sets out on some ambitious schemes of
conquest, however finely the detestable flattery of
the writer may have clothed him, but goes attended
with my hearty ill wishes, and I am rejoiced to see

him come back as mych like a fool, as he went like = -

a madman. There is one hero, however, of whom
-1 was inclined to have a tolerable .opinion, Cyrus,
but here too I begm to be shaken, for my father
hes almost persuaded me to believe Xenophon's

history
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history a mere fiction ; if so, by all other accounts
he-is just like other conquerors, and Thomyris did
mighty well, and has my free leave to cut off his
head.

>Tis no -wonder to a genius so extensive and so-
well qualified for filling up every moment as your’s,
the limits of time should seem a very mortifying’
confinement. But, alas! the want of time, is not
half so bad as the want of capacity to use it, which
is my sorrowfal case. I am perpetually amusing
myself with schemes of an hundred agreeable em-
ployments, which appear mighty practicable till
come to undertake them, and then, to my great
mortification, I find it impossible to apply myself
a single hour to any one thing without growing
stupid, and feeling all manner of distempers.

I am gbliged to be continually rambling after
some new object, and never can settle long enough
to gain the least effectual knowledge of any. By
this means my head is a mere piece of patch-work,
where no one scrap is of the least use by itself, and
’tis nothing but an awkward ill matched trumpery
looking thing taken all together.

Adieu! dear Miss Talbot, I sincerely wish you
‘every happiness a genius like your’s is capable of
enjoying, and that is wishing you more than will
fall to the share of any body I know. May no
pleasing scheme you.bave formed be disappainted

by
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by the ill health of yoyr friends, (a kind of distreas
which I too perfectly comprebend), and I have the.
joy of meeting you in London in all the_gaiety of
health and good spirits; a happiness I wish fgr
heyond what I can give you any idea of. In the
mean time I hope your good-nature wil} indulge me,
whenever you can do it with e safe canscience, with
the satisfaction of hearing you are alive and well,
which I shall be extremely indebted to you for,
without any other addition, and I hope you may
think it lawful to throw away a single minute with-
“gut the aythority of an act of parliament, &c,

-y~ Y -

Miss TALBOT 1o Mss. CARTER.
' Cuddesden, Nav. 9, 1747.

Miracoro—a second Letter already
from so idle a Correspondent! always in extremes,
sometimes writing once a quarter, sometimes ance
a week—just the way of fine ladies—Creatures
that I hate as much, as writers of parodies.

Is it with such a speech as this, dear Miss

. Carter, that you greet this unexpected pacquet?
or is it after all unexpected ?. For was it possible I
should
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should receive such a mild and just reproof without
being -shamed intp some work of supererogation ¥
I am not however sat down to write you a long
Letter, because that would be unjust to many Cor-
respondents whom I love, and whose Letters are
of a much earlier date than your’s, but to enclose
you a paper that was sent me some time ago, but
which till very Jately I had some imagination might
not be genuine. Asitis, I believe you will think
it worth reading, end if you have a mind to take
copy of it, you may and welcome, though it would
have been civiler to send you one and spare you the
trouble, hut when I am writing to you, I canno}
find in my heart to employ a whole hour in capying.
This Letter was wyit by one who was ’prentice to
Schemaker, the statuary, to Hparc the pamte; at
Bath.

The prologue you mention I have not seen,
The paredy is to he suyre of a family of poetry that
I detest as you do, but not I think the most dc-
testable of its race. Dr. Young, amid the over-
flowings of his excellent famcy, does lay himself
open sometimes to a ridicule that hurts one, be-
cause it injures his subject and himself. If people
eould tel how to laugh at what is odd, without at
all lessening their just admiration of what is sub-
lime and imppertant, there would methinks be no
great harm 4n pojnting ont the fallible places. But
~ in
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in this age laughter is a sharp edged tool, and silly
people should not be trusted with it. It is the
vice of the times, and upon the whole I agree with
you that parodies are wicked things. For my own
part I am so apt to take things tout de bon, and
consider the slightest trifles on their most serious
side, that I have acquired a name among sume of
my merrier companions, a name out of a Fairy
Tale, La Princesse Mousseline la serieuse. But
for all that I can laugh sometimes, even at things
that I do not altogether approve: even (which is
really vexatious) at many a bad English comedy;
but I lament with you that there are not more than
half a score that one would either be seen at, or
seen with, nor that one cares even to indulge in
‘the amusement of reading: for as reading what is
good sense upon any subject, be it ever so foreign
to one’s own purposes, is always of some use, so
1 suppose reading what is immoral, though with

ever such detestation, is always of some harm.
Adieu! If I had time, I would write in vindica-
tion of Alexander, Ceasar, Cyrus, and all my be-
loved heroes, whom you run down so unmercifully
in the zeal of peaceableness. Did you never read
Arrian? Indeed Alexander had a thousand noble
qualities, the more to be abhorred are these vices
(ambition the worst) that spoiled sq fine a cha.
racter. As for Cyrus, as he is honqured above all
heathen
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Keathen heroes, by being expressly named in the
only book that can give inmmortality, and as he was
employed by Providence to be the happy, and the
willing instrument of good to one people it then
pcculiarly protected, I cannot help having from
this, and innumerable othcr circumstances, even
supposing Xenophon did embcllish a little, a strong
partiality for him. Adieu! much happiness and
pleasure attend you. Have you seen the Monody?
To see it and admire it will, T imagine, be with you
the same. thing, if sentiment the most affectionate,
images the most natural, expressions clegant and
poetical, and'all the soft varied harmony of numbers,
have chdrms enongh to make you overlook some
inequalities; I never saw any thing that seemed to
flow more from the heart—Though whether the
hicert would be so apt to print and publish I cannot
determine; people’s ways -of thinking:are so very .
differént, that in those 'sort of things there is'no
judging of others by oneself. For myself wherever
I feel the most, I am incapable of saying any
thing. T think when I have said that, it is the ci-
“vilesg ending I can make to my Letter to make nene
at all.

P.S. Return my paper when you have done
with it. Have you read Colonel Gardiner’s life
yet Such a hero at least you will love, And pray

love
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fove the author too dearly, for all be has some
awkward phrases, for I do believe his is a most
amiable character. Even those things in his writings
most liable to criticism, are the overfowings of an
excellent heart

Mgs. CARTER ro Miss TALBOT.
Cazterbury, Nor. 20, 1747.

Is it not quite vexatious that till this mo-
ment 1 have not been able te thank you, my dear
Miss Talbot, -for a Letter which was most patticu-
larly obliging, as it gave e a pleasure seoner than
I couid reasonably have expected it> And yet it is
really matter of jact, that ever since I have been
m this place, I have been so hurried about that
my head is liie a whirlvgig, and I have had tane
for B0 one eariiiv teing but necessary sleep, and
of that less than I cow:d have wished. If I was
mot a great friend to Lberty, and did not think &
very wrong that pecple shoud be dcbarred the
comiortabie priviicze of piaviny tae tool, I should
be stronziv tempied to wish tie revival ot a curter,
and that any assembiy 61 10ix5 out of their own
babitations aiter ten o'cicck at nigiat be deemed a

9 ' riot.
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tiot. ‘This would prevent many dn aching head,
snd perhaps too an aching heart, and introduce &
great deal of good order and cecomomy into the
world.~—But mstead of all these useless animad-
versions upon grievances I shall never live to. se¢
altered, it would be better I should thank you for
giving me leave to copy the enclosed Letter, whick
I hope you will receive safe; that it might not
come to any harm, I have resisted the temptation
of shewing it till I could transcribe it. At what
time, and by whom do you imagine these pictures
to have beem painted? The oddity of the parrot
«nd fly, would make one suspect they were not of
& very antient taste, but antient or modern, from
the description the writer gives of them, I would
like him trudge a good many miles on foot to see
them. |
I was always disposed to think well of Cyrus,
and most readily come into your opinion abouit himy
but cannot give up the point, that Alexander was a
thonster of wickedness and folly. One need only
inention three particulars in his history to prove this,
the murder of Callisthenes, his shocking treatment
of Betis, a man whom if he had had one spark of
virtue he must have honoured and rewarded, and
his crucifying the poor physician for not being able
to do a miracle to save his headstrong intemperate -
friend.
I have
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I have not seen the Monody, but from your de-
scription, shall be very impatient till 1 do. You
have never mentioned Amyntor and Theodora, and
yet there are many things in it which I fancy must
have pleased you. ’

“ Things that love night, love not such nights
as these.” What are you doing, dear Miss Talbot,
amidst this uproar of the elements? perhaps en-
joying a perfect calm over ‘some favourite author,
while I sit listening to the howliags of a storm that
echos through the ruins of the vcherable* old
buildings in my neighbourhood. - I do not know
whether you might thank me for wishing you heard
it, but to .me there is something pleasingly melan-
choly in this kind of solemn music. There is @
wonderful sort of magic in it that silenccs all the
gay sing song of folly, and lulls the mind into a
very philosophical indifference of all the vanities of
a trifling world, which one very quietly gives up
till the next calm sunshine day, that restores
all their fine colourings, and one listens to theit
siren voice with as much attention as before. There
is -however an advantage in being subject to these
fits of wisdom, transitory and mechanical as they
are, as they will sometimes recur even in our gid-
diest hours, and check the vehemence of our

* Canterbury Catbedral.
transports
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 transports about many a vain uriprofitable pursuif.
Did you ever read the Pleasures of Melancholy, 4
poem which I have hedrd extremely criticised and
fidiculed, and yet am perverse enough to be very
ford of it. “TYs & miost charming sothbre piece. -
Adieu' dear Miss Talbot, I hope in my next
to give you & better account of my life and
manners, for I propose doing many notable things
next week, and gettiig up before day to read Xe=
nophoi. .'Wish me good success in this my for-
midable undertaking of a folio* ; and believe me,
&c. - '

P. 8. I believe since the invention of postscripts
none ever was wrote of more insignificancy than
this, but it displeased me to see such a desart of
blank paper in a Letter to you, and so I thought I
would write a P. S. to tell you so, and 4 yety uitad=
vised thing of me it was, for what shall I say next?
Oh! give you a caution concerning the Almanack
for 1748, which foretells

¢ The ruling stats will show their force,

, And throw a lady from her horse.”

® Mrs. Cartet was extremély short sighted, and the aversiont

Was to the size'of the volume, not the quantity of its contents.

She always prefeited; even to the close of her Iife, the Very
smallest editions, however bad the print;

YOL. R R ’ now
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pow &s. 1 do not know any lady that the stats can
more propecly trouble themselves about than yours
self, I hope you will take special care not, to get a
horse-back on your unryly animal duxing the menth
of January, for saps contredirg the predictian he+
longs to you.. And new I am talking of horges, 1
must tell you,a story of a wonderful appagition seep
last;week in this place, perched upon the stesple; of
the cathedral .like a weathercock, but in the shapa
of a white horse, The watchman whe saw and
rup. away- from- it,. ay any other wise: watchmas
would haye done, affirms that the wings made s
noise all one comme the organ. Many. are the
conjectures what this agtonishing horse might be,
but-surely 'tis, strange people: should puzzle thesmr
selwes. about such -evident truths, for: from; the qine
qumstance of the wings, and their mnsical quality,
would one. imagine any living - wight ceuld: be s@
waressonable ag to doubt. of it being Pegasust

Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.
Cuddesden, Dec. 28, 1147"

A MERRY;, Christmas. ta. you, dear Mm
Carter, and & happy ngw yw. A Christmas-spent

- at

[ I
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at Canterbury, which I take ta be one of - the most
agreeable, sociable places in all England, and &
- new year, part of it spent in London, with much
pléasure t¢ you, I hape, and (let charity end at
home at lgast) with more to myself in seeing you.
In seeing you, in spending many happy hours with .
you, and what doubles (ay squares and cubes)
every. pleasure too, in not having you to myself
only, but in- sharing yor among four of us, out
Jbittle domestic sett; for you must be vastly aes
quainted with us all, ¥ can tell you, What castled
am I building! I do not know so much as whes
either you or I set out for Londen, where I ety
- slresdy appoiating our meetings. Myzelf, I sup~
pase, not these two months, et nie vous deplaisy,
if we all keep ds well as we are the whole titne;
g0 much the better, for I dolove this solitude, and
this leisuve dearly well, though ¥ do net maﬁe hslf
the improvement of it that X might,

Oh, but your owl! how was I charmed, and
how we were all charmed, when tother day i
veading Clarissa, out i flew most umexpectedly,
and outdid the nightmgale. I wag going te write

to you directly, and ask ten thousand Guestions.
How came it thexte” Are you 50 happy asﬁo be

" Mr ‘Biehazdson’y Letter, eqﬂnmingthkchcmw, l;
pwmad in Mrs. C&rten s Munms. | A 69. S pdit, ‘

B 2 o acquamted
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acquainfed with these. .Richardsons? I am sure
they must be excellent people, and most delightfu}- -
acquaintance. There can be no doubt, can there,
that' you love Clarissa? As for us, we lived quite’

bappy the whole time we were reading it, and we
made that time as long as we could too, for we
only read it en famille, at set hours, and all the
rest of the day we talked of it.. One can scarce
persuade oneself that they are not real characters,
and living people. Will you give me leave to say
that some things in Miss Howe’s Letters put me in
mind of you? Indeed I believe you would behave
with more good-nature-ta pcor Mr. Hickman, but

I.am sure you would describe him with the same

vein of humour. Some lively sallies in her Letters,

that we were highly pleased with, did. certainly

make 6s all think of you. But all this yoa will
think far from a compliment, if you-admire the

book as little (pardon me) as I do the poem on Me-

lancholy. All the images in it however that are
original T was pleased with; but I could not help
thinking the rest a kind of spiritless comment on
Milton’s Penseroso. * But this was last year, when
I ran it over carelessly, and perhaps a second reads
ing would be much to its advantage.

For once you must accept a short Letter, for I
have been lazy, and am so deeply in debt, that
there will be no possibility of getting out, without
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. the utmast frugality of time, paper, and invention,
Adieu; therefore, believe me most sincere in wishe
ing you many and beppy'years, in whatever form
.or urode-of happiness you like best, and in assunng
you that I am, &c. : :

sees
i

A,

. " )
N2 T T »

M&s. CARTJ,‘.R 2O - sts TALBOT

Cantcrbury, Jan. 20, 1748

: . I awu afraid this is likely to prove but a
stupld kind of .a visit. to :you, déar Miss Talbot, and
" yet stupid as it may be, you are the only person to
~'whom I could think of making any.. A fit of. the
ihead-ache furnishes me for a plea to stay at home
-alone, and as talking is a.mighty good remedy;. 1
am ‘going to chat with you the whole afternoon
.witheut intgrruptien, a’civcumstahce very rare in
ithi$ racketing place. - Not.that I mention: this with
«any kind of displeasure, fot nobedy can lova ratkes-
-ing better than I de.- Since I wrote to you last,..I
~‘have led a life most exadiy-syited to niyrvolatile
humour, -excepting that: I. had not:the plepsite: of
iss Hall’s company. .. Tliis. family. went for she
‘Holidays tothe place: of which.l . gave: you suchia
Janigntable - descripicin i3ase pear,.and: te . prexeis
£ : thq
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she same sorrowful trial, I engaged noyself during
Mis. Hall's. absence at Dr. Lynch’s, where I am
always extromely happy. I reserved to mypedf
bowever the privilege of sleeping here, by which

means I had part of the morning alone, and was

furnished with an excuse for slipping out of com-
pany at my own time. So I fluttered up and down
the world the greater part of the day in the height
of good spirits, which I never lavished away by
keeping bad howrs at night, - for, -exoept upon
public occasions, ten o'clock was my inyariable
. hour. .

- “This plne is at present 8 perfectsoent of gaiety.

Thern is a sct of officers from Flanders, extremely
well-bred agreeable men, who are wery fond of
wnsic and dancing, and this gives. great life to all
our public diversions. . On twelfth night we had
ho assembly of about ninety people, and there was
$ins. crowding to make one’s way throagh them, es
the room is much too small for euch a place as this,

The first part of the evening, as it was properly a

<¢ard aseembly, every body played cards, but in

the mldstdﬂmpmﬁnditydwhu,folhwho
jove music, were agreeably: surpmedbythenmhlm
stnkmgupnfstnrdmsnmnems, -which were -
troduced to entertainithe company;® by the. offiecss.
This was. muwrof grealuﬂnqe,tudvmlamly
lhocbedibme of the ¢kdér. indigs, who' tbmghnt

was
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was monstrbus 1o be bo interrupted in their gatae,
‘and that such @ herrid noise was a downright in-
fripgement of the rigits of the assembly, so the
musicians were orderel to depart in the midst of
their tune. . Adien! I am going to drink a quart of
ailk end tea with Don Quixate, and then I shall
be at 'your service aggin.

.And so.as I was saying, as soon as these anti-
harmonists. wuld. cansent to part with their card
tables; we had a dance. It was. my sorrowful hap
to mpeet with a most.dreary man by way of parten
He was introduced to .me as a persoen of most ex»
traerdinery sense, @ character I shall always dread
in future, in this capacity, for with all the.ayt and
industry I conld possibly make use of, -1 could e~
tort wothiag from him but a menosyllable, ard
dancing with him was as tiresome an exercise as
ringing a dummb bell. As I.am always more dis.
posed to talk at an.assembly:than i any éthed
place, this was a sad cramp to vy genius, bnd if
I had not spmetimes made my . eseape froth-hitn, T
thipk I should ‘have beeh in & fair way of falling
fast adleep, and eonsequently growing as wisd s
be.  To Jeave nathing untried, I at last delivered
- him over ta one;of the ‘most lively .entértainitig

people 1 kpow itr: the: workd,. but even she had 65
httle success as I bad, theman stared, and seemed

astonished
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astonished to hear her talk, but seemed not to have
the smallest inclination to follow her example.

- Bless me, I had almost forgot to let-you into a
most important secret, that I am grown desperately
in love, more in love than any body, not with my
dumb partner (poor soul) but with a most agreeable
mar, who talks a good deal, laughs a ‘good deal,
sings a good deal, and yet I cannut very well define
why I do so greatly admire him. I believe how-
ever the strange enchantment that renders him se
universally agreeable, must be the most settled
look of good-nature and happiness that ever ap-
peared in any human countenance. All the world
is charmed with him as much as I, and I have only
the superiority of being -the first of one half of it
who ventured ta express my admiration; and now
1 have every lady in the place to keep me in coun-
tenance. And now I suppose you begin ta bein
great pain for my heart, as every charitable: person
wauld be, hut it is really in no kind of danger, for
mine is 3 very quict peaceable soit of a passion,
and I can safely answer .for its. ndt ‘giving me any
kind of trouble. So poueh for.my bero, and every .
body’s hero. There is.another officer, who-is
greatly esteemed by many peaple as' a ‘prodigious
scholar and a poet, and..a wit who writes satires
and panegyrics, . Thcre 13 atvgst profuswn of poetry

fiying
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, ﬂyﬂpc about by different authors on different ladies,

by ‘way of sOncrs, rebuses, and acrostics, but all
these are lmagmed to be wrote by the chaplain,

who is looked upon as a haberdasher or retailer of '
small wares, but ‘who is however a comical’ oood
sort'of a man.

. O but concerhing my poor labouring owl, which
has flown post thr OUgh the’ kmgdom upon a hackney
newspaper. - I- kiiew nothing of its bemg prmteﬂ
in Clarissa, till I had notice of it, to' my great sur-
prize, from a friend in London. I immediately
wrote a twinkation .to Mr. Richardson -about it, te
‘which I received so civil an answer that I knew not
how to be anory 'with him, and mdeed I have more
reasori to ‘resént the very unfair deahnc in the
person, whoever it .was, who gave away copies
without my leave, or any restriction; it is some
consolation ‘to ‘me it “was" pdbﬁshed without my
knowledge;’ ‘and that it appeared il a book which I
greatly esteem: but to see it ﬂuttermg In’two or
three journals is beand all sufferance. *Tis well
for me that the farthing post is supprest, or to'be
sure it would cut a ﬂoure theré too. I ‘have met -
with some telzing treatment fibout thiis sort of ‘triffes,
but nothing provokes me sd ‘much'ds a thing I havé
Just heard that there aré several c0p1es in the
hands-of'a frightfal man, to ‘whose look I have
taken an'utter ayersion, and whose character, though
h ‘ not
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not publickly known, has vexed me still more; I
cannot conceive what good they can do him, unless
he proposes .to publish them in the annals of his
“own infamous life. Only think of the puzgles. 1
am in about these foolish affairs.

I most joyfully accept the honour you intendmé,
and thank you, for. your kindness; I hope in my
nextto let you know what day I set-out for London.
I wﬂl positively now in compassian te your patience
and my own, head conclude, &c, - -,

i

- byt . ; -

" MIS?-VTALBOT _..'1‘_4') Mn.s 'CAB'.I‘ER.
‘ -Piccadilly, Feb. 15, 1748,

Hx-:m: I am, dear - Miss Carber, when
come you" Poor London, how little chance hast
tbou, while Ca.nterbury and, its inhabitants are so
charming? But at least if this irresistible Captain
Plyme should come to town, we may hope to have
balf the belles of Kent attracted hither too. Se-
riously when do you lntend setting out ? We think
ourselves not a little ha.ppy to be just got hither
before the snows begin to fall; will a deep -snow
be any hindrance to you? You do not wish to be -
hindered I hqpe, but methinks you make it nughty

late,



B

late, anl afber all could one mhuth wonder at you?
Even our solitude I leave with some regret, the
change from clear air, and pleasing soenes of nature,
is in itself far from agrecable. But we at least
chanpe fer seciety, while you, poor seul, must
leave the most agveeable society, and & way of life
that pleases you, and me likewise in your descrip-
tion, moch beyond any notions. -1 ¢an farm of the
geddy guieties of fine folks here.. - But a liptle vagy-
ing .of the scene i3 good for every body, end 50
while-the trees are preparing their fresh shoots, and
the flowers imbibing their gay.colours, to spread
out into bloown and verdure against we return 2o
them; let you and I, dear Miss Carter, try what
improvements we «<an make by a spring past in
London. . 'Tht coming into. such a new wide world,
which ofie seaths almost entirely nnconnected with,
andquiteinsignificant to, does strangely annihilate al}
theideas one has colieeted in the tountry of-one’s pwa
mighty importance; and mortifies one:at first e
4 state ‘of great meckness. I ami got no further
yet, so.can give you o further account of the pro- -
greas you ave to maake ; if you will ome up s008
you.wijl casily overtake me. =

. Alsagether I thiok our first iutnoductwn mtoa
Lnndm life has been mdre agreeable this year than
ssual. T hake seen- many friends, and not been .
gmuch. teized ygt 10 go to public places, s thing

.- which
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which at: present I look upon with some degree:of
horror, but that; it is to be hoped, will soon wear
off. 'Thereis to tempt me out a new comedy, which
¥ hear much-commended, and which is well acted.
Now I name atting, have you read that strange
book Roderic -Randém:| -I¢ is-a.very: strange and 2
very low one, though. not'without same- eharacters
in’it; and I believe some ‘very just,.though very
wretched descriptions. . Ameng others, there s the
history of :a poor tragedy author, -ill used by actors
and managers, ; that I -think .qne. cannot hut: be
touched with, when one: copsideks hoiwv many 'such
kinds of sceries. there -are -every.day.in real hfe.
‘That wicked good-nature.of therick and great;. that
<can see, “and acknowledge. merit .in distress, spesk
it fair,  promise high, :raise expectationis, .and. yet
&ontinue indolent, and do mnothing.to relieye it, is
khexin inn striking, manner ;. sois the- cruelty, of de~
!aymg people, and puttidg thEm: off from: d.ay to
@%§, -and many other inhiumanities unfelt by" the
Hoers ; but not less blameahlé.: Youareina shgbt
dégree ‘an offender yourself, dear Miss Gantes; you
fiave aised my curiosity very much’ without;, satisy
fying it. Who is this wretched' man you speak.of
Lvith so much indxgnatlon', that ‘hias got papers of
Jouwr's in his hands, and what aredhe vexativakyol
have et with 2-All.this yow must tell thel whdmme
aneet, thet I may at.lepst haye thedpledsure ofuipity*
[ SR mg
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Ihg you qo:f¥ & the' vexations dre feal, uild™the
greater one of helping’you atoleast, not to fancy
them worse than they eare. -os

I am glad after all its flutteting up and down,
your incomparable owl is fixed at last under the
protection of your Hamadryad in Mr. Dodsley’s
laurel-gnove Well T will no longer detain you
from packing up your things, but heartily wishing -
you a good journey, 1 am, &c.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgs. CARTER.
Cuddesden, Jun'e 8, 1748.

1 owN myself to blame, dear Miss

Carter, for not having writ to you sooner, your
kind concern for us deserved to be earlier satisfied,
and I am ashamed you should have had any oc-
casion to enquire for us at the house, -
We are all well, what we have suffered ‘on our
return hither, "both in the journey down, and ever
since, would give you too much pain. to be told:
‘Though I began to dread it before we left town,
the reality has surpassed my appreheénsions, q::g

O R P 1
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1 oty just af, present pretty well eonvinieed that the
stupid msmalbﬂlty 1 aceused myself of was only
" a chimera. My imagination seldom lively enough
in ita paintings to represent at all distinctly to me
even: the fage of persons 1 have conversed with the
day before, is now perpetually sitting hefose my'
eyes all the much loved imagery of formaer bappy
. years: - I nee the dear friend * I have last in every
variety of situation and employment that I was
used to behold her in here. Every spot, and
every object renews her idea. As this was the place
she used most to enjoy herself in, and where she per-
took all the happiness she heightened, I cannot help
foolishly, and indeed unkindly, wishing her back
again, to- share those paltry pleasures with me.
When after a full indulgence, which is the best re-
lief, my thoughts are naturally enough led to some
ether aftention, they are ealled off Uy a more
painful oue, which I canmot. help having, te my
Xard and Mama, As they commend themselved
so-well, and amooth over the ontward appearance
into all that calmness, and prapristy of behsvious
that reason; and religion digtate, I' am. forced al-
moat te pry inta their keasts for the inward anxiety
mh-lwculd g0 fain neheve, b wateh. every loak;

'. ® Mra. Seckat the Bishop's wifs, anksister to-Dr. Benson
p;shop of Gloucestes. She died easly in this year. :

9 and
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and every imbidden sigh, and am in double uheasi.
ness at every fiew mclandwty obJoot that I thivk
will wound them..

+ This {s my- situation, but dunot be. uneasy for
apy of us ‘We shall all do well. As for myself
in particular, T have; whether you will believe: me
or mot, a natural cheerfulness of temper, as well
as of poiaciple, and an aptitude to be pleased,
and: to. see every ebject in & besutiful light, that
will with, time: give me very good spirits.” I am
better to day than I have been at all. We have
hagus. our rides, and had one that was really
pleasant, The: Bishop of Gloucester leaving us on
Fridny; is:mo good eircumstance, but we bave people
in the homse; aud never wamt employments
- 'The Rascal you shall have another time. Pray
do hot mentien in your Latter one word of the
melancholy subject that fills mine, for I must shew
#, or else: I shall deprive them of & great pleasure;
e if yaw have any good advice to give, which -
deed I will endavour nat to. need, you munst give it
* little Mrs. Jenny, to enclose in a Letter to Jane.

- So far of oty Letter I writ last night just at
nine o'clock by the rempant of owl light, and I
find it is scarce legible. Do not imitate me for I
find I am much better at giving precepts, than in.
setting examples. One thing however I would
have you do like me: as my Letter has been all
. ) about
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about myself, pray let your’s be all about yourself:
As indifferent as I confess I am about most things,
~ I want much to hear all that concerns you. The
health of your sister, and all your friends; the
the state of your own spirits and fever; your place
of abode whether Enfield or London; your em.
ployments, asousements, embarrassments, vexations;
the state of .your Correspondents at Canterbury;
et enfin your thoughts upon all manner of subjects:
Having made so reasonable a demand; I bave
pothing more to do, but to make you many kind
compliments from the two Bishops and Mama;
"and to thank you, as'I do most sincerely, for the
many delightful hours, you was so kind as' to spend
with me in London, and for thinking it worth while
to take so many long walks for my sake; beheve
me Iam not ungrateful but am ever, &c. T

P.S. Pray write me a whole .volume of * your
history, and dwel on' the .formidable- dxrmer you

. was gomgmthtsday seemugbt.
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Mgs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.

\

Enfield, June 14, 1748.

. I was extremely glad, dear Miss Talbot,
to receive a confirmation from yourself that you were
all arrived safe at Cuddesden, but I should have
been excessively restless to have waited till you
told me so, and if I had not been so lucky as to find
Mors. Jenny at home, I must infallibly have called
at the alehouse in hopes of getting some informa-
tion from your goldfinch. You were very good to
make an excuse for not writing before, but as I
knew you were all well, indeed, I had formed no
kind of complaint against you; though your Letters
always come later, much later than I could wish;
I have this time the modesty to think it sooner than
I deserve, and this sober reflection gives me the
merit of being at least a ‘very quiet Correspons
dent. .

You ask me an account of my whole life and
eonversation ever since you left London. I leave
you to guess what kind of disposition I wes in
after I had lost sight of the ‘Bishop of Oxford’s
coach, to make the formidable visit you enquire
after; such a disposition however as rendered it

YoL. 1. S no
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no Ionger formidable, for I was too absent to feef
any of my usual terrors on such occasions. This
no doubt was a. very advantageous circumstance
to my appearance; I believe I made a very heroical
curtsy, and pronounced the word Ladyship, a fear-
ful word to hesitating people, without trebling the
first syllable. As Miss Ward and I were just in
the same humour, and talked as little as might be,’
except. to each other,. I can give you no account
of the rest of the company, except that one was a
pbysician of such a marvellous odd name, that I
concluded he must be an acquaintance of Mr.
Taylor's, and entitled to ope of the Bishop of. Glou-
cester’s franks. In the evening my Lord W. (not
Lady W.) carried us to Ranelagh, I do not know
how I wmight have liked the place in a more giddy bu-
mour, but it did not then strike me with any agree-
ablc fmpression ; .but indeed for the mast part these
tumultuous torch light entertainments are very-apt
to put me in mind of .the revel routs of - Comus. . I
.was ‘best-pleased. with-walking about the gardens, it
was adelightful evening, and withtwo or three people
I should hayé thought them quite charming, but
these scenes fome lose much of their beauty and pros
priety in’a noisy crowd;. ¢ Soft-stillness and the
night, and the touches of sweet harmony” are na-
turally adapted to & ‘kind: of discourseé, vastly dif:
ferent fram:that of beaux and fine:ladies. In the
N < Y YTO0m



. 459

foom Yve met with your friend, "and ‘my friend, the
knight of the woful countenance, Sir T."R. ¥; who
looks more wofully than-ever, and is a mere ghost:
. ‘Only thirtk what kind of an appearance that must
be, which is but.the ghost-of Sir T. R.!-He enters
tained - us with. tea; and with all that -dismality of
aspect,” there were some.very comical scenes passéd
by way of message .bétween Him and his former
dulcinea Lady Jingle. This'is a sobriquetof Miss
Ward’s, and admirably- proper to the person ‘to
whom it is applied, -but I believe you are not ac-
quainted with her. - Miss Ward and I left Don
Quixote uttering prodigious things on the subject
of his passion to L W. and Mrs. R. while we re-
tired quietly to the further corner of the box;
drank a quart of -tea, and .entertained ourselves
with such kind of discourse as I believe is not often
talked at Ranelagh. We veturned to Hyde-park
about eleven, and frem thence I walked home.
" You will easily imagine at what part of Picadilly I
found it convenient to cross the way. What I did
with myself Friday and Saturday I have forgot,
except that I wrote part of a Letter to you.

* Perbaps Sir Thomas Robinson is the. gentleman alluded
to.. He was distinguished on account of his extreme. taliness
and thinness, by the name of long Sir Tho, R. _The rest of
the party was Lord Ward, with Mrs. Rooke and Miss Ward,
his sisters, who were very intimato friends of Mrs, Cagter.

s Q Iam
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t am sorry that in all my walks I can give You no
account of Sancho, I looked for him very diligently
all over Ranelagh, but he was not there. If you
had directed me in my travels through the cities of
London and Westminster to look for a stray pig,
I should have expected to see the creature enter a
visiting room whither my evil genius directed me
the day before I left London, but I would not
affront Sancho so highly as to look for him there;
for as foolish an animal as Mrs. Talbot describes
him, he would certainly have been ashamed to be
seen in such company, as I was to my sorrow
fated to support for seven or eight hours, for I most
unluckily engaged myself to dinner. This affair
was the more vexatious as it happened amongst
people with whom I had proposed to spend a
very agreeable day, and who could talk very well
if they pleased; but instead of that they applied
themselves with uncommon industry, for the whole
time to invent the most deplorablé -hottentot non-
sense I ever heard. It must be a very sad. sort of
nonsense indeed with which I ever find any incli-
nation to quarrel, and this put me effectually out
of humour, and I sat looking as miserable, and as
much out of my element, as I fancy your poor
goldfinch does at the alehouse. As there was
an almost combination of ten people it signified
nothing for me to sit making dismal wry faces, for

' I got
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1 got nothing by expressing my dislike, but to be
" called names of fine lady, &c. &c. &c. &c. for of
the et ceteras of nonsense there is no end.

After a week of constant hurry of visiting and
company, we came on Thursdaey to this place,
where we spend our time more quietly, Mr. Wright
is with us, and a clever lively woman who talks
excellent French, but they depart to-day. I forgot
to tell you, the Monday before we left town Mrs.
Darby and I drank tea with Mr. Wright, Miss
Ward was to have been of the party, but was en-
gaged before I could let her know it, soto be sure
there is a spell set against her going there as well
as your's. He shewed us all manner of worlds, .
and I believe Mrs. Talbot and you would have
been pleased with his system of the universe, which
is founded upon an hypothesis amazingly grand.

I propose to myself a very great entertainment
in reading Dr. Young’s Night Thoughts to my
aunt, for one half of them I have never read. I
am not yet settled in any regular course of employ-
ment, and I do not know when I shall, for next
week we return to London to meet my sister. I
must beg of you, my dear Miss Talbot, to make
my most grateful acknowledgements to the Bishop
of Oxford and Mrs. Talbot for their great good-
ness to me.  You cannot say more to them on this
aulject than I really feel, for I am indebted to

them .
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them and to yourself on many accounts, and par-
ticularly for some of the happiest hours I ever en-
joyed in my whole life, the very remembrance of
them will always give a pleasure vastly superior to
most of the actual entertainments one meets with
in the world.- I have a vast deal of respect for
you to convey to the Bishop of Gloucester, wha
will certainl‘y make one of the figures in-this fa-
vourite picture of my imagination. Notwithstand-
ing your want of due respect to the science of
riddles, I have taken the pains to translate you one
of Mr. Wright’s, and I think you will find some of
the lines very pretty. Adieu! &c.

Mzs. CARTER To Miss TALBOT.

London, June 20.
o

I Too well foresaw what you-must suffer,
not to expect you would own yourself convinced
of a sensibility of which you appeared so sur-
prizingly doubtful; I was most sincerely affected,
dear Miss Talbot, when I reflected on the.distress
I knew you would undergo, and yet it seemed so
just and proper, that I could not tell how to wish '

‘ 4 you
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you might not in some degree feel it. But alas!
you will feel it too long, and the mournful set of
images -in which you indulge yourself, will I am
afraid fall in too naturally with the general -disposi-
tion of your mind, for you to endeavour effectually
to throw them off. You will be inclined to think,
that reason and religion are the only proper methods

- of relief; but to beings such as we are, these are

no more to be depended on of themselves for re-
moving the painful sensations of the heart, than
for the cure of a fever. They are, no doubt, highly
and indispensably necessary, to form a decency of
behaviour, to calm the extravagancies of passion,
and convince one that every thing'is rigllt, but with
all this conviction, and the most perfect resignation
imaginable may end in nothing better than a quiet
unruffied melancholy. Neither religion nor reason
can alter the constitution of human nature, which
however patiently it may suffer, will not be argued
out of feeling while it dwells upon the object that
gives it pain.  To prevent this some dissipation is
absolutely necessary, and an endeavour to interest
onesclf a little with what passes in the world. This
is’a remedy to whish I know you will be very
averse, as you have so industriously reasoned your-
self into the persuasion of its being a duty to keep
the mind’ entirely free from any real attention to
any agreeable objects' that surround it I have

) certainly
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certainly a higher opinion of your understanding,
than of that of any one person upon earth, snd
yet I cannot help thinking you carry this virtue of
indifference too far. You have a set of notions
highly adapted to a more perfect state of being,
but perhaps it may not be right, to endeavour to
disengage yourself from a connection with that to
which you at present belong, nor to resolve against
every engagement with the pleasures of human
creatures, because they are not the pleasures of
angels. I often feel a real concern in thinking
where these refinements may end; too probably I
fear in depriving you of all the enjoyments of life,
and leaving you sensible only of its pains; for
whether you will always allow it, or no, sensibility
in a high degree you most certainly have. Forgive
me, dear Miss Talbot, for talking so freely on this
subject, the only subject on which I ever heard
you talk inconsistently. This solitary error, which
appears in the judgement you sometimes pass on
yourself, does certainly arise from a principle which
does you the greatest honour, and commands the
deepest veneration and esteem; but it may be
carried too far, and that very inconsistency you
- sometimes discover, is a proof that it agtually
18 so. .
I believe you are as charitably disposed to draw
my attention from the world, as I am to teconcil’c
yours
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your’s to it.” I expect the good advice you have
promised me from Pascal, and will carefully read
it, provided however that you send it me in a se-
parate piece of paper, for you cannot persuade me
it will make me amends for the loss of a single line
in your Letter. I read this book many years ago,
when I was vastly inclined to ascetic notions, (a
piece of intelligence which may perhaps surprize
you) and the remembrance of the disposition I was
then in, has ever since given me a dislike to an
author who encouraged me in it, which is all that I
can recollect about him. With regard to the par-
ticular occasion when you mentioned him to me, I
am at present very easy. The only trouble I now
feel about it, and that is greatly lessened, is, that
when I meet with any little vexations from the rest
of my friends, I am apt to draw an unlucky com-
parison between these, ‘and that constant cheerful-
ness and ease with which I used to converse with a
person, who, to speak with more moderation of
her character than it most truly deserves, had at .
least too much careless good-nature either to give,
. or feel, thoge little idle groundless disquietudes,
with which people are so apt sometimes to teize
those whom they most sincerely love. Our very
quarrels were vastly amusing, for we sometimes
used to quarrel, but with so little resentment on
cither side, and the debate carried on in such g

peculiay
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peculiar style, that it only, served us for diversion,
As te my Correspondent for whom you enquire,
things go on mighty quiet and well, and no new
subject of complaint against me. I am a little
uneasy, however, from her absolute silence about
my answer to her Letter which she has never re-
ceived ; I should be vexed if it fell into any other
persons hands, who might perhaps be witty enough
to laugh at a trifling weakness without any regard
to her general good sense, and her virtues, which
are really a great many, and all self-acquired, which
adds much to their value under all the disadvantage
of a wrong education. It seems very absurd in
me ‘tb entertain you with this long detail, but you
desired to have a history of myself and friends, so
I think I am very moderate in not writing the lives
and characters of half a dozen more.

I have been in a state of absolute solitude ever
gince yesterday morning, when my aunt went t0
London to meet my mother and sister, and I am
left behind to entertain Mr. Vere ¥, and some friends
he is to bring down to-night. I should have greatly
enjoyed this lonely situation for a day or two, if I

« %'The late James Vere, 'Esq. of Bisbopsgate-street' and
Edmputon, a silk mérchant, in partnership with Mrs. Cart.ﬂ:?
uncle, who had married his sister. He was author of &
o Ph_ysxcal and moral Enquiryinto the Causes of that mtcrnal
Restlessness,” &c, London, 1778,

was
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was in a state of mind capable of enjoying any
thing. 1 expect Mr. Vere every .moment, and
dread to hear the account he may bring me of my
sister, and I still more dread what a longer time
may produce; and yet these fears may perhaps
" prove groundless, and unreasonable, but in such
a sad suspense it is surely impossible to be at ease.

I am much happier than I was when I was
obliged to quit you at Enfield. Mr. Girle has been
with my sister, and does not say any thing dis-
couraging of her disorder, nor talk of any of those
painful operations with which my thoughts have
been for some time so terribly alarmed. She is at
present, 1 thank God, very well, but she has for
a long time often had intervals of ease, and I
cannot help still feeling much apprehension that
she may relapse, and make Mr. Girle alter his
opinion of her case; but I wili endeavour to get
the better of them, for I believe they are wrong
and ungrateful to Providence. That she is alive,
and has any tolerable enjoyment of living, is a
blessing much beyond what the great danger she
was at first in, gave me any reason to hope. I
will leave this subject, and tell you a marvellous
odd story, my sister has related to e concermng
Miss Ethelinda Lynch.

© One evening as a Miss Gray, whom I never
heard of but upon this occasion, was walking

' + through
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through the cloisters at Canterbury, she met &
gentleman, who presented a pistol to her, and said,
he would immediately shoot her, if she did not
follow him; the poor girl was too much terrified
to make any resistance, and he led her to a more
retired place, and then told her he was most dis-
tractedly in love with Miss E. Lynch, and was re.
solved to have her dead or alive, and that if she
and another person did not contrive to bring her to
that very place the next Thursday night for him to
- run away with her, he would certainly rack her ta
death. Miss Gray would have excused herself, by
her being utterly unknown to the lady, . but her ar-
guments were to no purpose; he told her not to
flatter herself, if she did not hear from him imme-
diately, that she should escape, for he would most
infallibly destroy her. He gave her two Letters,
one of which was addressed to herself, with no
very civil superscription, and was to the same
purpose of threatening, &c. as his discourse; the
other was addressed to Miss L. He then told her
she must go the next day to the choir, and make &
particular signal, at which he would immediately
leave the church, and by this means she might know
him again, As soon as Miss Gray had got out of
the clutches of this Don Furioso, she went and
telated the whole affair to the Dean, who desired

shg
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she would keep her appointment at church, which
she did. The stranger appeared, she made the
signal, he left the church, and has never been seen
nor heard of since. A strange, foolish upshot to
such an important-looking story. The Dean has
sent to every public place in the town, and de-
scribed his person, but no such man has ever been
seen or heard of. Various are the conjectures
about this very.unaccountable affair, but by-all the
circumstances it certainly appears the man was
mad. . I heartily pity the people concerned. Miss
Gray, it seems, is afraid to put her head out of
doors for fear of the rack; and I had a Letter
from poor Lthelinda to-day, who is in all manner
of terrors, but tells me it would require a ream of
paper to write the particulars. It is probable you
may be tired with the length of my story, but it
was so singular I could not resist the temptation,
and if it was not past midnight it is not improbable
you might have half a dozen more, but as itis, I
must conclude, &c. :

Miss
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Miss TALBOT ro Mrs. CARTER.
Cuddesden, Jaly 4, 1748;

Here I am, dear Miss Carter, deter-
mined to answer your two delightful Letters, which
I had‘purposed doing long ago, but always put off
€ill to-morrow, and who knows what to-morrow is
or shall produce? for since that intention and. this
act T ‘have ‘had a week’s parenthesis.of absolute
indolence, insipidity, and uselessness; raving ine
. cessantly for victuals and drink, sleeping and fright.
'ening those I love too well ever to wish to alarm,
tiring all the horses and grooms in the country with
riding about hew d’ yeing, in this broilmg sun, to
the poor-lady, who, forsooth, was laid up with the
childish disorder of the chicken-pox. - I am now,
I thank Ged, getting pretty -well again, though it
is but to-day I have been allowed to dine below:
I thought of you two or three times much to my
mortification, for while I lay to be looked at with
my most wofully spotted face, peeping out of that
Gothic night-cap that you could so little tolerate,
even when I putit on with my very best looks, I
could not help recollecting your aversion to my

dress,
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dress,>and alnost ‘Wishing I had : got on mstead oi"
it a nightecap- of your invention.- -

- But, dedr -Miss Carter, why do you wnsh me.
more attaclied ‘than I am- to the world, where - the:
slightest disorder reduces one, in so short a time;
to so low and-so wretched.a state of being? I feel
great -and lively gratitude that I-have -any place at
all in it, and that I.am continued in it among such
friends,end may- hope’ to -make them' some- little
améndy fot all the alarms I have- given them. - T
am thankful for life, I'love it, I enjoy it' with eheer-
fulness, and t:‘y to improve it to the utmost. - Do
not, dear-Migs Carter, - coniphment me “with- those

sublime - ideas and: 'noUle pnhc:ples yau -so flatter-
" ingly attribute-te me. ' I'de ot pretend to be above
the world, but 4 variety-of circumstances have
éontributed to set'me at a distdrice-from it. + Directed
by that guidingeye, which éertainly‘saw that nearer!
¥ should have been t6o’ liable to be entangled, and
too weak to disengage mysélf; conviaced by blessed
experience, I only wish to keep my distance. But
surely’there is'no innocent delight or relief to humarni
weakness! that T will not most thankfully stoop
from thie proudest- contemplation to pick up, and
stick it in my bosom like any damask rose. - Only
trifles I would look tipon as trifles, and not-subjeet
myself to be really hurt by them; Hor would ¥
ever,- if T"could help it, -suffer my. imagination .te
SRTHAN , swell
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swell any pleasure beyond its natural size, for feat
it should also in proportion encrease the attendant
~ pain beyond what I have the strength to bear. I
cannot copy Pascal this time, but I will not
forget it. ‘

I am very much obliged to you for entering into
all the particulars I desired you, both about yourself
and your friends. I rejoice greatly at the good
account you give me of your sister. I am much
interested for Miss Ethelinda and Miss Gray, and
long to know the sequel of so strange a story. I
thank yeu for visiting Mr. Wright, and for sending
me the poetical riddle upon Time. I absolve you
entirely for your question, which was so far from
offending against truth, that I think it was a shield
very cleverly thrown before her to prevent every
attack. Iam persuaded, if people did but employ
balf the skill and genius in avaiding falsehoods, or
making necessary truths appear graceful, that they
employ in a very different wretched way, conver-
sation would be quite a different thing. Adieu for
the present. I have so lately got the use of my
eyes again, that I must not be too free with them;
but I must, before I leave off, tell you how much
my mother admires your last Letter, and hopes we
are both of us much the better for it. Though we
bave bad, you know, another very considerable
shock since we came here, in the heavy and sudden

\ distress
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distress of the Portland family, and though our
own remembrances here are too dear and too pleas-
ing not to attend us- continually, yet are we cheer-
ful, thankful, and really enjoy ourselves and oné
another, our books, outr employments, our flowers,
and rural scenes very well. Pray in your next, do
not say any thing on the melancholy subject that
_ would prevent my showing it to my lord, for jt
really went bitterly against me to secrete your last,
especially as the story of poor Miss Ethelinda’ was
too amusing not to be told him. -

Mgrs. CARTER r0 Miss TALBOT.
London, Jul;y 18, 1748.

You cannot tell, dear Miss Talbot, how
rejoiced I am to hear the good news of your reco-
very, unless you know how very sure I was you
bad been sick ; for your long silence had made me
certain of it, and I was at Enfield ¥, where I had
no possible means of enquiring, for to be sure it
is the quietest place under the cope of heaven,and

% Where her ancle’s country house was sityated.
voL. L. = T ' as
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as silent as the tegions of sleep. I did net once
hear a cock crow, a hog grumt, nor a cow low
without, nor so much as a clock or a death-watch
to interrupt the silence within. I had a great car
riosity to ramble a little about the country, bat
fearful accounts of straggling damsels being picked
vp by errant knights, and carried to enchauted
castles, so that I did not veutare beyond the garden,
a range much too smail for the extent of my genias;
bowever, I provided myself with a hoe iong enough
to reach to the antipodes, and notably began clear-
ing away the weeds. On Frday I was summoned
to L:ondon, and was in bopes my sister would have
stail a few davs withme, but It was otherwise
dacreed. ard they isft no living wicht exoept the
cat and myvasf 10 ke o 3
fiend Mr. Vere & zon2 1 Coveno

To besuse. of 1! slitvdes s seim’e in London
E the vomst wherd there 3= aot s¢ mch g5 a view

= - J— RS
TIATE (I IV Dl sl

A
‘4
:

of th2 st maon, =nd sars oy omimrten one

macces 1 2m w3t wock sieen th the vepours. |
oo o7t eround e wd manper & locds drawings
w-bam, and anthers I 1 lonzueses: of some
¥ mad me reRnes of oths the cordesions, a
EANRT *f TTRINT WD v wil imscwe does
ot tend moh T wy mprovement: hot alas!

= . wembling

-



o8

trembling Hiértes and’an aching "head rg muek
greater bars to knowledge thin the ‘heaviest weight
of dullness (and I havc enough of that -too), and
&te not to bé temoved By the utmost ‘cfforts 6f i -in-
‘dustry: --But then they ate & subject for patience;
lnd ‘téally.sbme patience is necessary to make oné
 Suppottiisuch ‘a- resless’ desire of improvement,
with-the tormenting mtapatity of attainidg it. D¢
You think- such a ventle temedy as half a dozen
anfers would do one any good ? ’
! Pray, dear Miss Tatbot, are you all quiet if
Oafordshire? If you are, you can have no ides of
the uproér occasioned here by the eclipse, and the
strange frights under which people labour. One i$
stunned all day with the bawling of lamentable
prophecies, and a form of prayer. Some run away
from London, and others, deeming it the safest
place, come to it, and really such as one would
#magine should have more sense. The beggars in
the streets actually insult folks who refuse to give
them small beer, by clapping their hands, . and
threatening them that the day of judgment will' be
next Thursday. Others, as I find by a dialogue I
“overheard in a heighbduring court, are of ‘opinior,
that all the women in the world, only, are to die.
Sach are our apprehensions in the city. - And I
Yately heard in St. James’s place, that a lady, ¢h
réceiving an invitation for a rout, excused herself; by
T 2 thinking
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as silent as the Tegions of sleep.. I did net ofice
hear a cock crow, a hog grumt, nor a cow Jow
without, nor so much as a clock or a death-watch
to interrupt the silence within. I had a.great cus
riosity to ramble a little about .the cpyntry, but
was discouraged from this adveniurous attempt by
fearful accounts of straggling damsels being picked
yp by errant knights, and carried to. enchanted
castles, so that I did not venture beyond the garden,
a range much too small for the extent of my genius;
however, I provided myself with a hoe long enough
to reach to the antipodes, and notably began clear-
ing away the weeds. On Friday I was summoned
to London, and was in hopes my sister would have
staid a few days with me, but it was otherwise
decreed, and they left no living wight except the
‘cat and myself to take care of my uncle, as your
friend Mr. Vere is gone to Coventry.
To be sure, of all solitudes a solitude in London
"is the worst, wheré there is not so much as a view
of ' thé sun, moon; and "stars to -entertain one.
" Hdwever,: under -all these disagreeable circum-
_%tances 1-'am mot fach given ‘to-the vapours. I
~ colleet around me’ alk manger of Looks, drawings,
_ #otk-bags, and authors in‘all languages; of. some
I redd the prefaces, of othefs:the: eviielusions, &
manner of reading which you will 1mag1ne does
not ‘tend ruch fo my "improvéiment ;* but alas!
T : - frembling
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trembling™ Hérves and: an -acking “head g fuekh
freatér bars to knowledye thit thé ‘heaviest wweight
of dullness (and I have enough of thst - too), and
&te not -to bé Temovéd By the utmost ‘¢fforts 6f i -in-
‘dusiry: ~But theh they ‘ate 4 subject for patience,
Lnd ‘eatly. some patience is necedsary to-make -oné
support isuch ‘a- resless’ detire of improvement,
ithr'the tormenting meapatity of attaining it. - Dé
Yo think- such e gentlétemedy as half a dozen
bhsfers would do one any good ? C K

* Pray, dear Miss Tatbot, are you- alt qmet ia
Oafordshire? If you are, you can hdve no idea of
the uproar occasioned here by the eclipse, and thé
strange frights under which people labour. One'is
stunned all day with the bawling of lamentable
prophecies, and a form of prayer. Some run away
from London, and others, deeming it the safest
place, come to it, and really such ‘as one would
4miaginé should have more sense. The beggars in
the streets actually insult folks who refuse to give
themr small beer, by clapping their hands, . and
threatening them that the day of judgment will be
neit Thursday. Others, as I find by a dialogue I
“overheerd in a ﬂe:ghbdu’rme' court, are of ‘opinioti,
- that all the women in the world, only, are to die.
Such are our appreliensions in the city. - And I
labeiy heard m St Jamess place, that 4 lady, on

.....

T 2 thmkmo
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thinking it really not decent to play cards on that
day; so perhaps she thinks it more decent to pu
it off till Sunday.

- I was greatly pleased with a sermon Iheard last
Sunday at Spitalfields church, where there ip a
vast congregation of the lower sort of people. I
could not help esteeming the preacher for his good- -
natured attempt to free poor, ignorant, harmless
folks from the foolish alarms they are throwa into
by those wicked, lying prognosticators, who ge
yelling about the streets, and endeavouring to
dismay the hearts of Christians with the “ signs
of the heavens,” those pagan terrors. Now.lam
talking of sermons, I must tell you how extremely
I ‘was delighted with a volume of Mr.  Seed’s,
There is such a delicacy of sentiment, and so much
elegance in'the turn of expression, as is really
quite enchanting. Not but there are some ob-
jections to be made, particularly the too frequent
use of similes, which are often no morc tham
pitoyable concetti, very improper for religlous

subjects. .

- Well, T have ]ust drank my solitary tea’ in spite
of the promise of a  fine lady, who had:made me’
hope for her company ; but-as she is a fine lady,
“tis.no great wonder she should break her word. , I
_believe, however, she is provided with a reasonable
.excuse, as_it is very probabl¢ she may be engaged -
e e e el

-
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in altering her will. You must know, this acquaint-
ance of mine, besides the other i impertinences essen-
tial to the character of a fine lady, has moreover a
peculiar kind of vanity, which displays itself in a
pegpetual alteration of her last will and testament,
for which purpose ’tis probable she contracts with &
lawyer by the year. ’Tis not that the woman has
any love for the people she putsin, or real resent- '
ment against those she scratches out, but she is de-
- termined upon all occasions to show the power she
has to dispose of a large estate, and people who
would get any thing by her must catch her at her
last gasp.

I must tell you what a mortal fright I have been
in about my dear fan. You must know, in the
vanity of my heart, I had a great mind the fan
should be seen, so I laid it upon the table, to hear
what my aunt would say about it, as she hasa
most excellent taste in these things. She seemed
quite astonished I should have such a creditable
thing belonging to me, for she knows I should
sooner fan inyself with a cabbage-leaf than lay out
any sum of money, in ornaments, that would buy
a book. She admired it 80 very much, that 1 could
not resist telling her you gave it me; but 'tis im- _
possible to tell you the fright I was in, when, after
saying all manner of fine things, she proceeded to
give it half a dozen fashionable flirts. Had I been

given
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given to squalling I should have raised the neigh-
bourheod ; as it was, I stood making the most de-
plorable wry faces that were ever seen, vowing in

my own mind, that if it fortunately escaped unhurt

this time, I would never again trust it in hands rude
enough to suppose such a treasure was meant to
be played with. Miss Lynch has heard nothing
more of her Orlando. .

Miss TALBOT Tto Mrs. CARTER..
Cuddesden, July ;26, 1748.

ARE you still, dear Miss Carter, in the
.most forlorn and joyless of all deserts—a London
salitude? or do you breathe again a freer air among
the nettle groves of Enfield? Le your situation what
it will, are your nerves and spirits better? When
they are good, the desert smiles and blooms, and
every place is happy. Indeed I most sincerely
piticd you for a turn of thought, which you very
strongly express, and I have often very strongly
and painiully felt, a restless and insatiable desire
of inprovement, and such a sense of the nothing}
ness of all one thinks, and does, and can do, as

' damps
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damps every pursuit. But upaen after considératron
of this subject I have at last satisfied myself with
the persuasion, that our business in this state of
being is only to aim at.improvement and informa-
tion; and that, as the attainment of it in any satis~
factory degree is reserved to a better, we ought to
sit down here contented, if we find curselves but
in a teachable and diligent state of mind, and have
reason to believe that we do our. best,. let that best
be never so poor. Life would not be filled up with
5o many necessary trifles if employments of dignity
and real worth were the things belonging to us;
but as pride and vanity are perhaps our strongest
and most dangerous natural bent, it was highly fit
we should be perpetually reminded what poor ¢rea-
tures we are. A right and good disposition of
mind is the highest improvement we are capable of-
making bere, and to the attainment of.this, all
our infirmities, all the interruptions of our favourite
studies, all that we usually reckon hindrances, dis-
tresses, or disadvantages, abundantly contribute.
I hope this is not a dull, .indolent scheme, for I do
not in the least mean that one should lay aside the
noblest pursuits of knowledge that do not lie tog
far out of the way, but that only, whenever we find
them (by what means soever) actually out of our
reach, our minds should feel uo distress. . "Tis ex=
cellent for the poor illiterate animal to be comforting
yau
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you for the narrowness of your knowledge; but
seriously, I do it upon the principle, that those
who know the most are most sensible of their ig-
norance. Adieu! 1 will go take a sunshine even-
ing walk in the long gallery, and if my thoughts
should prove bad companions, a book sball amuse
them into good humour.

My book has been Pascal*; and I fancy, if you
had walked with me, we should have agreed very
tolerably in our thoughts of him. The thing that
left 3 disagreeable impression on your mind, must
have been his life, which presents one with so
gloomy a scheme of goodness, as would make any
body very unhappy that should think to imitate
him. Butin his book itself, wherever I have dipped
accidentally, it has given me the highest pleasure.
What he says of the grandeur et mistre of human
nature, taken both together, seem to me to give
the justest notions of life, nor is it at all painful to
consider the dark side of this prospect, when one
knows that unless things are by wilful folly put
out of their due course, the sunshine’is to be con-
tinually gaining ground, and the shades vanishing

* The author of the well-known and highly-celebrated
¢ Lettres Provinciales;” but the work to which Miss Talbot
seems to allude was probably a posthumous publication, under

the title of “ Pensées de Mons. Pascal.” He died in 1662.
B‘yko

before
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before it, till at last the poor ‘wretched creepmg
animal throws off all its imperfections, and shines
out in full dignity and lustre. But even then, though
every such perfected being will deserve great de-
grees of love and esteem, no one will surely, or
can deserve such a_strong and partial attachment,
as is by some friendly and affectionate hearts and
lively imaginations thought due to the poor insect
here. Affection, tenderness, compassion, care,
sympathy in joys and sorrows, every sentiment
and every expression of kindness, and goodwll,
are due to all our fellow-creatures, and more espe-
‘cially to those with whom friendship or relation has
happily united us. But to center all our joys, and
hopes, ‘all our fears, and anxieties, in any human
object, so as to make the happiness of our lives
depend solely or chiefly upon that; to raise our |
affections to their utmost height, to add to them all
the heightenings of imagination, and fix all this in
a fairy world of our own—This is surely to put
oneself in a state of mind very unsuitable to the
orders of Providence, the nature of this world, and
its short-lived inhabitants. This is my long com-
‘ment on the passage I promlsed to copy out, and
now here it is. ' .

¢ Il est injuste qu'on sattache, quoi qu'on le
fasse avec p]alsn', et volontairement : je tromperms
ceux en qui je feral naitre ce desir, ‘car je nie suis

la
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la fin de personne, et n'ai de quoi le satisfaire
Ne suis je pas préte 3 mourir? et ainsi l'objet de
Jeur attachemont mourra donc "

I. give you only part, the whole is good; but
yet this excellent man, and most superior genius,
drew very wrong consequences from these right
principles, and for fear of being too much beloved,
seems to me to have grown into a harshness, and
austerity of bebaviour to his friends, that must in
a very blameable degree have given them uneasi-
ness. Let but human creatures be. beloved like
human creatures, and there is no danger of going
too far: and surely it is one of the highest duties
for people to render themselves as amiable as they
. can. But as for those_ who make idols of their
friends,- I think they deserve no more toleration
than you would allow to those who treat, and kiss,
and talk to their dogs and cats as if they were
christians. '

I cannot have done yet with my friend Pascal,
for I do highly admire him as a genius, love him as
a saint, and pity him as a papist. "Tis quite ter-
rible and amazing to.see how he renounced his un-
derstanding, his ease, and his life, from such wrong
principles, as but in any thing but matter of duty,
he could not but have seen the absurdity of. That
ever it should come into any one’s lma.gmatlon, that

to renounce all the comtorts and accommodations
of
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of life, and to shut one’s eyes on all the fair beau-
ties of this world, was the way to raise our love,
and gratitude to the beneficent author! Yet this is
the comfortless' horrid doctrine “of “strict: popery,
and those good hearts that have been awed by it
into error and wretchedness, deservc cqual compas-
sion and esteem,

You will peshaps think thisa gloomy Letter, but
from being low spirited lately, those ideas, ‘which,
as you justly say, one would not be wit.h'ou't,'fhave,
dwelt a good deal on my memory. But I.can
easily see a way when one is in tolerable health of
. reconciling the mest tender affections, and most
grateful remembrance of lost friends, with the
most spright]y cheerfulness. It is but from a prin-
ciple of duty to keep onesclf fully and prop.rly
employed, and the mind will feel a continual satis-
faction, like the vigour of youth and health, while
melancholy fancy will never find a moment vacant
for its soothing syren song.

I was quite delighted with your account of the
eclipse. Pray have you scen I'an merveilleux, and
is it worth my while to send for it? Pray what
profession do you intend to take up? Some fine
“ladies have puzzled me, and all Oxfardsbhire, with
a French riddle, which I send to you to find out.

s
[}

ENIGME.
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ENIGME.

Jai v, et en suis un temoin croyable,
Un jeun enfant armé d’un fer vainqueur,
Le bandeau sur les yeux, tenter l'assaut d’un cceur,

Qui paroissoit inexpugnable.

Bientbt aprés, le front levé dans l'air,

D’une voix éclatante, il chantoit sa victpire,

Et pour en celebrer la gloire, ' )
11 sembloit pour temoins voulojr tout Vunivers. -
Quel est donc cet Enfant, dont j’'admire I'audace?
Ce n'est pas Cupidon, Cela vous embarasse.

Iam quite ashamed of all the fine things you
say about a fan, unworthy either of the giver or
receiver. I am so far recovered as to be going to
our assembly next Friday. '

Mgrs. CARTER 1o Mi1ss TALBOT.
London, Aug. 5, 1748.

As it may not be absolutely for one's
<credit to subscribe implicitly to the judgment of
fine ladies, nor altogether prudent to declare against
it, I send you l'année merveilleuse to speak for
1tself 1f you have ever read that odd comical book

Acajou
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Acajou et Zirphile, you wnll find some hmts taken
from thence. - . )

I am much obliged to you, dear Miss Talbot for
your excellent cominent .on Pascal.” If unfortu-
nately for him you had not quoted his own text,
from. a belief that you bhad only honestly repre
sented his meaning, I should have been tempted
40 have gone through the whole book ; but there are
some printers, whatever the originals, who make
all their pictures angels: and you seem. to make
every author you quose speak good semse. I much
question whether I should not write a book myself,
if you would writ¢ a commentonit. En attendant,
‘I am going in the' spirit -of contreversy to. appose
-this favourite author of your’s, whe seems to have -
founded his notions of duty rather on the basis of
a severe and gloomy temper, than on the cheerful,
social, good-natured spirit of the Gospel. He is
.however most highly to be esteemed and compas-
sionated, for having turned the edge of that seve-
rity chiéﬂy on his own ease; and his character in
many respects deserved the greatest esteem.——
Well but concerning the passage in question, which
to me appears to contain a great deal of false rea-
soning. “ On pe doit pas s’attacher, car on n'est
1a fin. de personne—La fin de tout étre, -est le bon-
heur.. Qr le plaisir, I'affection qui resulte de la
contemplation, et de la participation des vertus, et
e - des
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des belles' qualités d’ame de ceux svec qui nows
nous sommes engages, est un des plus nobles, et
des plus raisonnables sources du bonheur humain.
Ainsi i} ne s’ensuit pas du raisonnement de Mony.
Pascal - qu’il soit injuste quon g'attache. Il n'est
pas necessaire pour justifier cet attachement, quion
soit I fin de ses amis. s suffit que I'on soit con-
sideré comme un mofen de léur bonheur, et comme
tel il est injuste que 'on souhaite de s& rétirer de
leur attentions, et de leur égards——La plos part
des violences que Yon fait a-la constitution de la
nature busnaine, et aux devoirs de la societé semble
aaitre de lidée que quelques ‘visionaires pienx se
sont formés d’'on Amour dpecilatif de Dieu, qui
‘consigte dans un ‘mepris des vertus, et un éloigne-
“ment-du commerce de leur semblables, -comrme des
&tres chétifs, et -miserables. Mais ils we content
pas que Cest a cette méme nature humaine tow
miserable, et ¢chétife qu’elle- soit, qu'on est obligé
pour toutes' tes"bellés speculations qu'oa tourne
«contre elle. ‘La‘meilleure represéritation que nous
“pouvons nous. faire des pérfections morales de Dieu,
se tire de leur iinages dans Pesprit-de Phomthe——
“ Mais il-est injuste que P'on satfache; 'pir ce quk
AMous mourrons !"~——cela 3é repond. fort naturelle-
-meht pir—mous reviorons. Ne fautil pas jouir de
:ses amis, pendant qu’ils sont dvec nows, -parce:quil
‘peut arriver-que l'on soit obligé de faire.un vojage,
L 4 et



287

- efae séparerpour gaelque tems d'eux. . Un.attache-
ment.qui le porteroit pas ses vues plus'lain que le
tombeau, seroit indigne d’un &tre immortel. . Mais
lomsque 1'on. considere la vie presente,..non pas
comme 1m état détaché, :mais comme elle est effec-
tivement,; comme 1me partie de 1'éternité, I'objec-
tion:dd la: mort ne-fait rien. -On ne regarde pas
bes amis comme. perdus, mais seulement arrivéz les
premiers. ou nous devons: bient6t les suivre; -et
ér——r—>+Y¥ ou will certainly think ['am going to write
a book in good edrnest, ’tis time:to release you
from.this. wretched French, but.I thought it but
puxe complaisance to quarrel mth Mr. Pascal in
his own language : Ve
" Tam not so bappy as to be running wild in: the
nettle groves of Enfield, but am panting for breath
in the smoke of London. This is.sad confinement
for my active genius, however I read, write, sing
play, hop, and amuse miyself as well as I. can:
and every afternoon walk as if ‘T was bewitched, to
keep myself in health. - You ‘wonld have pitied me
yesterday ; & friend at Deal requested me ta:hunt
up-some moriey. How could any mortal suppose I
had e genius for getting money! However, away 1
posted through all manner of bye pladesto Leiuen
Street ; the man:received rus as thoagh I wes. come
to cut his throat, and steal all he had.. Hgiwas
the very image of old Gripe in the play; he
= looked
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looked over his books, scolded me; and at last told
me I might get money where I could, for he had
none for me ; it was lucky for me I did not let my
spirits evaporate by boxing his ears, for I needed
them all to carry me to Lincoln’s Inn, where my
next application was to be made. Instead of the
sour, contracted visage of old Gripe, here I meta
smiling, round faced, fresh-coloured, cherubimical
young man, who immiediately gave me all I asked,
upon condition of my writing such a receipt as he
dictated ; this I did, and hope I have not got into &
Ranging scrape, for he threatened an arrest if the
money was not paid, so who knows but you may
hear of me peeping through a grate. )
. "Your riddle has extremely puzzled me, and I
am utterly unable to find it out, which to me, who
love -a riddle to my heart, is a very mortifying
thing. © You enquire what profession I mean to
take up in this Année Merveilleuse; I have duly
considered the point, and can find but one I am
fit for, which is, trudging over hill and dale, from
‘county to.county, in quality of a raree-show man.

My solitude is next week to be turned into hurry
.and company ; after having had the house to my+
self so lorg, 1 doubt I shall feel frightened, and
run into holes and cerners like a wild - kitten
Adieu! &ec. ’ '

Miss
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Miss TALBOT 1o Mgrs. CARTER.
Cuddesden; Aug. 2, 1748:

Manv thanks to you, dear Miss Carter;
for your pacquet with 'an merveilleux, it has mor+
tified my English - vanity a good deal. It is a
whimsical thing enough, and makes one smile.
But, thought I, to be sure our choice English ge-
niuses, who were beforehand in this subject must
needs outdo this French bagatelle in sterling wit:
So pray, sir, be so good (to a gentleman who was
with us) to look it out for me. If ever you read it
you may easily guess that a very few pages sufficed
me of such water-wit, and indeed the French de-
licacy appeared to great advantage, compared with
the English coarseness. The only French books I
can absolutely not read are French tragedies, pro=
perly so called, at least Crébillon’s, which I have
heard commended, and have been lookiag over this
summer. Things so overcharged with plot, se
stiffened with rhyme, so larded with gallantry—
You can have no idea what an intricate thing he
has made of Zenobia, so nobly elegant in Metass
tasio’s simplicity. The French paragraph in your
last gave me great pleasure. We are too near
agreed, I'fancy, to carry on a controversial Cor:

YOL. L ‘ respan-
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respondence. Let the attachment but Be mode«
rated by a sense of superior duty, and kept calmr
by reason, and an ease of temper, and I will de-
light myself as much as you please with those
dawnings of excellence, which appear among us,
poor creatures, even in this our infant state of being ;
and will own with joyful gratitude, that friendship
and just affection give the happiness and dignity to-
human life, and lay the first fourrdation for joys
that shall surviveit. But surely there is more need
of moderating, and regulating, thdn heightening
these dispositions which are so liable to run wild.
Partial fondness, misplaced trust, vair hopes, bitter
disappointments, endless anxieties, comfortless
" sorrows, and sometimes resentment towards others,
somectimes utter despondency in ourselves, pretty
surely follow these unhappy errors. Let the highest
affection be fixed above this world, and every other
will rise in just proportion, and the harmony of life
be complete. _

All that'in Pascalis unsociable, harsh, and gloomy,
I utterly disclaim, and I have evem sometimes
thought our favourite Mrs. Rowe* went a good

# This censure seems rather too strong. Mrs. Rowe appears
to have been naturally ef a very affectionate, atid rather &
cheerful temper. Her attachments were very warm, and while
her husband lived, at least, she enjoyed this life, though she’
always looked forward with joy and hope to a bettér..

~ deal
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deal too far in shunning the cheerful engagements
of life, and nourishing a disgust and hatred of it.
These things are done with a very good meaning,
but surély a mistaken one, and while we are con-
tinued in this world, we ought thankfully to make,
and think, and speak the best of every thing in it,
that is inocent ; common good breeding and good-
nature teach us this kind of behaviour at the most
ordinary entertainment that is made for us. And
shall this fair world have béen formed with such ex-
quisite art, and inexhaustible bounty purely for us,
and this life so earefully preserved by an ever-
watchful Providence, only to be disliked and railed
at, and so far as we can and dare, scorned, and re-
fused? Well, are we agreed now? Or will you take
the other side of the question? Poor wretched crea-
tures that we are, the best of us are forced to run
a little wrong on the right side, lest we should err
too far on the other, and more dangerous. Yet
indeed we have much in us too that is noble and
amiable, and the thought that these excellencies
shall in due time be perfected by the Giver of them,
and made for ever to approach nearer their divine
original, may make us amidst all our infirmities
look round upen one another with joy, fondness, and
admiration. I am therefore, aimable étre humaing -
ycleped Miss Carter, &c.

vzl | P.$
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- -P.S. Next week are Oxford races, which vl'hé'-
ther I shall go to or not, I know no more, than

whether I have a mind to go to them ; I am sadly:

afraid I have, for 1 do not think-it a right taste, or
a rationalidea. Regard for human excellence, if I
had it not in the tenderest degree, I should be in-
excusable, who have had, and I thank God still
have, the unequalled happincss of such friends.
Qui U’a eonduit, nous conduira. Perhaps of all the
notions of future happihess none is so intelligible
to the- human mind, and heart, as that of meeting
again in joy those dear friends, we either have lost,
or may lose, never to part again, and yet undoubt-
edly even this is low, to what our improved natures
will be capable of. I must leave off, or my P.S.
will be as long as my Letter.

Miss TALBOT. to Mrs. CARTER.
Cuddesden, Oct. 10, 1748.

It is an age, deat Miss Carter, since I

.- have written to yeu, but this fine weather tempts
-._us to take so -mueh exercise we have no time .for
- any thing else; I say us, for. my Lord rides with
me every day, and we think it has done him a great
' deal
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deal. of ‘good. -Not a day passes over my head
“without some of those saddening reflections my last
was full of, but those remembrances that go nearest
the heart do not really hurt the mind that has learnt
to look beyond them, and every event of this life ;
nor do they hinder its very cheerful enjoyment of
those things which it knows it is its duty to rejoice
in. As for me, I am grown a very tolerable horse-
woman, and make no more noise of ‘riding sixteen
miles of a morning, than you do of walking ten.
Besides our daily rldes, we have been to see several
fine places; Stowe for one, which is to be sure
worth seeing, when one lives within twenty miles
of it, but there are many in Oxfordshire I think
more beautiful. It is however very magnificent,
and is both decaying and improving every day.
One of my late exploits has been venturing myself-a
whole night in a moated castle ¥, that does really
look as if a giant, or at least a score of kmghts
armed cap-a-pié were to sally out over the draw-
bridge. . My errand there was to look at Jupiter

® Qherborn Castle, the seat of the Rarl of Macclesficld, oné
of the finest specimens of the old baronial castle thatis yet
remaining. ‘The word chateau is impreperly applied to it
. by Miss Talbot, as its present mcaning is only a country
seat,

through
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through one of Mr. Huygens's* long telescopes,
which is this summer in possession of Lord Mac-
clesfield, the hospitable and learned owner of this
romantic chateau. I saw that bright planet in
perfection; but what are all these sights -—Mere
walking on a terrace that seems boundlessly long,
and gives one the greatest desire to go a great way
on it, and into the beautiful country that seems to
open beyond it, and before one has gone ten yards,
finding oneself on the brink of an impassable ha-ha-,
But what matters it, if there is among those things
that properly belong to us, more than enough to
employ to the utmost every faculty we possess, in
their present unimproved state. Hereafter perhaps
we may freely expatiate among all these planetary
worlds, I was looking this morning on the last
chapter in the book lately published of Mr. Mac-
Laurinst, and was delighted and struck with it
most peculiarly. The subject of ‘it is the highest

* A celebrated mathematician and astronomer, who made
great improvements in the art of polishing glasses for teles
scopes, and may be called the Herschell of the seventcenth
century.

+ Perhaps the work alluded to may be Maclaurin’s Answer
to Bishop Berkcley’s ¢ Analyst,” which was published in
1742; but the editor has not an opportunity of consulting the
work itself, '

and
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qud noblest that ean be chosen, and in one part of
it, he is mentioning “the reasons that may be drawn
from the superiority of our capac1tles, and desires,
. toany of their present objects, to convmce us, that
this state is but the iafancy of .our belng His
heart seems to glow with the thought of ‘what glo,-
rious and delightful scenes may be for ever opemng
upon us, in an unknown eternity—When abruptly
the chapter hreaks off, and from a circumstanee
mentioned in his life, one finds that this break was
- his last farewell to mortal things, and within a few
hours of his entering on ' the reality, of what is in
his book, a most sublime and pleasing speculation.
Have you read the Lives of the Popes*? What a
shocking story is that of Hypatia! We have upon
the whole read very little this year the studlous
the leisure season is now _coming, and instead of
enjoying it here, we shall be in detestable London.
How very different a situation of mind did I uge to
‘be in at this time.of the year' more, much more of
anxiety in it I confess—but the remembrance of
‘that anxiety is dear and pleasing to me. With
what different sentiments did I then see the trees
grow bare, and the leaves scattered by the wind.

* Probably Bower’s. The story of i—lyl;atio,, and its mise-
rable catastrophe, may be found in the Biographical Dic~
- giopary,

How
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How did I use to welcome the sweet hours of peace,

‘vetirement, and domestic quiet—To look forward

through three or four months, and joyfully deter-
mine to make the best of them; enlivening the still
scene with every pleasing thought, and every cheer-
ful employment, As ] much feared for the suffer-
ings that January brought with it, to her who now
shall never suffer more, so I doubly pleased myself
with looking on to all the days that would give her
pleasure, and many, I thank God, were these
bappy days. Now when I walk by the roots of
those early spring flowers, which used generally in
some sunshine day before we went, to put out
their silken headé, and be gathered for her, who
had a taste for every elegance; I look upon them
very foolishly perhaps but every little citcom-
stance that we used to hoard up as it were, for the
delight of those months, that must now be spent
so dlﬁbrently, is part of a treasure become useless,

“and will sometimes force a sigh, t,houyh reason and
‘duty check it imn;gdiately. Remember, dear Miss

Carter, in your answer not to notice this latter part
of mine, and do not blame me for an indulgence
which affords me great delight, and which I can
hut very seldom glve myself.

' Mss.
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Mas. CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT.
’ London, Oct. 22, 1748. *

- As I am immoderately fatigued with writ-
ing twelve- Letters, ’tis surely very reasonable to.
“refresh myself with writing the thirteenth to dear
Miss Talbot, to tell her how much I rejoice that
‘both my Lord and her have been so well employed,
and hope your healths will benefit greatly by it. I
greatly admire your courageous spirit which in defi-
ance of Grim Slay-good, Giant Despair, and Miss
Muchafraid\iis daughter, and all the giantsand giant-
. esses one reads of in books, would enable you to
venture yourself a night in that same formidable en-
‘chanted castle. I envy your situation there, rather
more than in the gardens of Stowe. I find some
small degree of impatience for your coming to
town, which perfectly reconciles me to the loss of
the country, and few things besides your conver-
sation could console, or make me amends for not
seeing the last falling leaf, and enjoying every ray
of autumnal sunshine. I was delighted yesterday
‘in walking through the- park, to see something-that
looked like trees, though they are by no means
such tree as flourish in our Kentish fields, which still
look gay, in all the verdure of spring, and do not

S ‘appear
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appear as if they dreaded any December, In my
walk homewards, I called on an acquaintance,
who has hurt me whenever I bave thought of ber
since; she appeared to me in a dying way. Jt is
a person to whom I have no particular attachment,
+dut it makes me quite melancholy to think, she
‘has in all probability thrown away her life, from a
deplorable slavery to the world. On this principle
'she has harassed out a constitution, which a pru-
dent management might have rendered tolerable,
by the fashionable extravagance of late hours, and
racketing parties, of what is called pleasure, and to
which she had no temptation but custom, nor any
-enjoyment, but in the satisfaction of her consci-
ence, that she has performed the irdispensable
-duties of a fine lady; and yet she seems entirely
ignorant how such a task as this should render ber
weak, and languid. It seems a great defect in
most treatises of morality and rules of action, that
one meets with no arguments drawn from the me-
-chanical part of the human constitution. It would
surely be an useful endeavour to convince people,
that there is but a determinate quantity of spirits
assigned to their share, and if they will lavish
these away in an undye manner, and to unprofit-
able purposes, it is not to be wondered their assist-
ance should fail in carrying on the necessary func-
‘tions of life. This is a point of instruction as

' needful

*
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needful to those who pursue the most laudable, as
those who weary themselves in the most worthless
schemes; and it'is for want of a due attention ta
the limited powers of .gction that one often finds -
good people exclaiming against the wretchedness
and imperfection of lee, merely because they find
themselves disappointed in their endeavours to run
greater lengths than the nature of their constitus
tion. and the order of Providence ever designed
them. And thqs the philompher as effectually
arralgns the will of Heaven for not mdulmng him
in .an outrage of wisdom, as the libertine does
when he finds himself checked in a career of folly.
I have almost wrote myself blind, and in order not
to contradict my own sage ma;ums, must leave
you. We are all gaing to be turned upside down.
My uncle and Mr. Vere are going to'part. I wish
the hurry was ovef, t.hough % am to be mightilx
pleased with our new house, as Mr. Vere says it
is a very magnanimoys house ; ’tis but a little way
from here, '

Miss



Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.

Piccadilly, Nov. 4, 1748, -

Here I am, dear Miss Carter, and here
you may find me to-morrow or Sunday, or when-
ever you will be so good as to call. We breakfast
and sup at nine, and dine at three, except Sundays,
when we generally dine at one. Now T havé told
you our hours once for all, pray make practical
inferences accordingly. We came to town last
Saturday, but I would not send for you till we
were out of the embarras of trunks and boxes,
and at leisure to receive you a liftle civilly, which
with some grief of mind I think we never have
done yet. Adieu! Whenever you are so good as
to come, be assured we shall all be heartily glad o
see you, L

MEs.
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Mgrs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.

MY DEAR MISS TALBOT,
Canterbury, Adpril 15, \1749.

I cor safe to this place on Thursday
mght after as pleasant a journey as could happen
to any body who hates every coach in the, world
but one. As the common stage was full, we set
outin a creditable-looking landau, and only four
passengers, consisting of two of the quietest, gen-
tlest Frenchwomen I ever met with, and one who
seemed to be a good kind of an English body, but
somewhat apprehensive of aceidences; and a very
untoward accidence was certainly our fate, for
while we were rejoicing at the easiness of our con-
veyance, and greatly disposed to be pleased with
each other, ’tis not to be imagined the supreme
consternation that appeared in all our faces, when
at the end of two miles we beheld the fattest and
most magnificent of all gentlewomen, who with a
most boisterous air demanded admittance, which
nobody seemed willing to grant her; but however,
in a most violent passion she forced her way, and
in an instant occupied three quarters of the coach.
The poor Frangoises appeared absolutely overcome,

and
1.
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and without resistance were drove into the smailest
of dll corners, with great meekness observing, As:
surément cette femme agit treés cavaliérement.  For
my own part, I could not help wishing for Lucian’s
Menippus *, to divest the good womari of her
superfluities; for if he had stripped her of the
pompous gold brocade, and the bed-gown over
that, and the velvet cloak that covered the bed-
gown, she might have been reduced to the mo-
derate size of any two or three gentlewomen of
these degenerate days, and her fellow-travellers been
greatly relieved.: However, I was obliged to her for
more diversion than I expected, and laughed very
heartily all the way, which to be sure was very
rude; but there was no fear of #bashing her, for
on observing the miserablc wry faces of most of
the company; she declared that let folks look, or
say what they would, it was always her rule to be
at her ease, which accordingly she most strictly ob-
served, and for about thirty miles squeezed poor
suffering people to death with the most perfect
composure to herself. At Rochester our company
was changed, and I met with some of my own

* A Cynic philosopher, whom Lutian frequently introduces,
" in order to show the folly of external advantages, and of all
stich acquirements as will be of no use after death. And to
prove this, the characters with whom he converses are deprived
of all their superfluities both of art and nature,

friends,



303

friends, and from thence to Canterbury was laud-
ably employed in defending the cambric act, and
declaiming against smuggling, without, I believe,
making one convert. Ever sirice I came here I
have been wandering about, and making a thou-
sand unnecessary engagements. I am so glad to
see people, that in the blundering joy of my heart,’
when they are so civil to' desire to see me again,
T never fail to promise them, notwithstanding the |
speech Miss Hall takes such infinite pains to make
me get by heart, by way of signification .that ’tis
impossible for me to pay so many dozen visits, te
so many dozen friends, in so short a time, espe~
cially if I will spend whole hours in exhorting folks
to rise early in the morning and take care of their
health. I go to Deal on Wednesday, and shalt
hope to have an account of the masquerade (if
you do go to it) and of your dress.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgrs. CARTER.
London, 4pril 25, 1749.

Gong, dear Miss Carter! and how, and
why! What a change of scheme! How came ‘it
* about? had you a good journey? how do you do?
are

2



304

are you in good spirits? does Deal and spring look
in high beauty? do you a little, yet not too much,
regret London and all its gaieties? Why would
you not come in that last evening, since you would
not let me thank you in all our names for the many;
many delightful hours you gave us in the midst of
our London hurries .and perplexities; they will, I
hope, be over this week; a most tiresome week it
is likely to be. How weary I am of this tumultu-
ous life! yet somewhat amused with it too, and
should be extremely so if I had leisure to sit down
one day out of four, or one hour out of six, to re-
flect and speculate upon it as I could wish.

My mother is, thank God, so much better that
I went last night with a safe conscience to see
Merope. ’Tis a bad play, but a most admirable
and interesting story, and incomparably well acted.
I went one morning of last week, quite chid there
by my lord and my mother, to the Vauxhall music.
We went by water, and returned in a coach through
Fulham by a beautiful country, sweet as spring
could make it. 'The crowd was astonishing, but
not terrible. I took it for granted you was there,
though among 8000 peeple we did not' happen to
meet one anather. Dr. Potter was there, looking
-and enquiring for you. So much (and indeed too
- much) for the history of this idle me.

April
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‘ - April 29.

It may seem strange, but my having received
from you a Letter, for which I am much obliged,
is the reason I have not sent this, as you wish for
some account of the fireworks*, which I most
sincerely regret you did not stay to see. God be
thanked, we all came safe back from the perils of
Thursday night, and I hear but of two or three
accidents among the whole multitude of people. I
never saw a more perfect orderliness; we had no
crowd going or coming, and our places were excel-
lent. My poor mother suffered much from her
terror when' the pavillion tock fire in too good ear-
nest, which took off all her ideas of pleasure, and
mine were much lessoned of course. We were at
home by twelve. My lord was so good as to go
with us, and was a great comfort among all our
fears. The sight was really magnificent and fine
so far as it went, and I wished we could have had
the whole, as indeed we had not half. Alas! even
for that half two lives were lost; and I cannot help
‘pitying Mr. Frederick and the Italians, who must
have had their whole hearts in this thing they had
been so long preparing. Adieu! I am so busy

* On account of the peace of Aix-la-Chapelle. They were
exhibited in the Green Park, and supposed to be the finest
ever seen in this country.

VOL. I, X preparing
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preparing for Monday, I can add no more buf,
&c.

Mazs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
Deal, May 5, 1749.

You were extremely good, dear Miss
Talbot, in giving me an account of the perils you
went through last week, and I hope to hear you
have with equal safety got through the formidable
difficulties attending the important affair of the
masquerade, which must certainly have been 2
.grievous task to such odd, out-of-the-way people
as you, to whom nothing but good sense and the
true purposes of living are an amusement, and all
the gay bagatelles of folly inmense labour and vex-
ation of spirit.

I spent a most agreeable week at Canterbury,
-and the very affecting pleasure after a long absence,
of seeing and conversing with people whom I have
the utmost reason to love and esteem, carried me
through a constant hurry with great spirit; and a
spinnet at almost every house I went to kept me
from talking myself to death, On Wednesday I

took
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Yook my place in the Deal coach, ‘but ot finding
it stuffed with six queer-looking people, in a hot
dusty day, it was agreed that the man should take
me up at the end of some miles, where he was to
discharge one of his passengers; but it seems he
took it so much in dudgeon that I should resist his
persuasions of making the seventh; that he drove
quite away, and left me to trudge on; so I pro-
cured an honest country lad to accompany me,
and performed the sixteen miles with great alacrity,
only now and then reposing on a green bank, and
under a shady tree, where I treated myself and my
swain with plumb cake. This strange expedition,
which certainly did me more good than harm;
would have been much more agreeable to me than
that wretched coaeh, if it had not been for the
lamentable fright the knowledge of it has thrown
Miss Hall into. I have been obliged to send her
reiterated agcounts that I am not dead, but she does
fot yet seem to be perfectly convinced; I fancy,
therefore, it will be mecessary to send her a cer-
tificate, signed by the minister and churchwardens,
to prove that dead people do not write Letters, and
that I am alive and looking, )

There is @ great charm .in ease after so much
hurry. My little quiet room is set to rights, all
my affairs are arranged in their proper classes, I
sit down and enjoy all my playthings with much

X9 tranquillity,
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tranquillity, and look upon myself as much setiled
in the world as the varying nature of that world
will admit; for as to the being regularly settled
any where but in the grave, it is a circumstance,
whatever the notable folks may say about it, of
which I have very little notion.

My little brother and sister do not suffer me to
want employment; they are just now under my
care, but it is not a fatiguing charge, as neither of
them are wery dull, but one is inexpressibly volatile.
He skips and dances, and plays all manner of
monkey tricks, while he is saying his lesson; but
as this activity is no impediment to his learning, I
never interrupt him. He exercises my whole con-
trivance to prevent his running in the streets, and
sure muchr contrivance is necessary to find employ-
ment for a lively boy. I have racked my invention
all manner of ways to divert him. He is allowed
the full use of looking over every picture-book in
my closet, and to stun my head by playing over-all
his tops and whips, &c. in my chamber; but of all
_ thishe is soon tised. At length I have hit upon a

" lucky expedient, by setting him to draw perpendi-
culars and triangles. A scale and compasses are
playthings that entertain him with sufficient variety,
and keep him as quiet and as well-pleased as heart
could wish.

You
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You would have been diverted in seeing how I
was tormented this afternoon by imsinuations of
designs from a man who certainly has none, and it
was ‘mere malice, for he is the quietest and most
peaceable creature that walks on the face of the
-earth, and has absolutely no meaning about me or
anybody else; however, as I have been- convinced
that one is not perfectly secure on this side an hun-
dred, it will be quite prudent in me, by way of
*precaution, to learn to swim; having run away from
matrimonial schemes as far as dry land gocs, my
next step must be into the sea. If by the gaietics
of London you would have me regret, you are just
enough to mean those dear, delightful hours I spent
in conversations the most congenial to my ideas of
perfection, I do indeed regret them; but as to any
others, they were dashed with too strong a tincture
of bitters to leave any very agreeable lmpressmn
behind ; I regret them not.

Pray let me hear from you soon. You cannot
think how I quarrel with the lilies of the valley,
because I cannot by a wish*place them in Mrs.
Talbot’s window. This Letter is so long, that I
-think you must send it ‘with - Tom Jones to be read
in the couhtry.

Miss
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Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs, CARTER.
Cuddesden, May 22, 1749.

Hap my jouyrney into Oxfordshire, my
dear Miss Carter, been half as worth telling as
your’s into Kent, you would have had my thanks
long ago; but as the terrors of the first fire-works
were over, and you did not know I went to the
second, and as I had found out that masquerades
were very safe harmless things, I thought you would
be in no manner of pajp about me, After all the
fine compliments you have made me en the un-
suitableness of trifling amusements to my better
taste—alas for me! how shall I bring my pride
down to own, that the masquerade really amused
me? I will not tell you at least, that the prepara-
tions for this grand affair were pot very vexatious
to me; to haye such a set of nonsensical ideas
running in- one’s head for a fortnight before May-
day, and I am afraid a full week after, was really
provokmg Is it not more so that I should. be'so
vain of my dress as to have a kind of second: hand
amusement in describing it to you?. But you know ;
dress is the thing of all others for which I have the .
least genius; I therefore depended on my friends
pnd the ?eoPle of the walehouse, but they were all

masque:
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masquerade mad, and had no time to think of me.
On Monday morning I had no one thing provided
but an old fan and two pair of new shoes, a hopeful
beginning; but I kept myself quiet, and by nine at
night my dress was compleated. I know no other
name to give it than -a paysanne de la Romancie.
The- waistcoat was white; slightly trimmed with
gold, and such sleeves, so scalloped, so laced,
that nothing but Lady Betty Modish’s scarf ever
equalled them; the under sleeve was close to the
wrist, with little Bruxelles ruffies tied with red
ribband ; the petticoat was white, with a rich brocade
border, gold and colours; a white and gold muslin
apron, tied up .on one side with red ribband (these
were lent me by Lady Anson); the same coloured
ribbands tied my waisteoat ; and a bouquet of myrtle
on one side was all the ernament of my dress. A
Vandyke handkerchief, most indescribably pretty,
of white cyprus, with a narrow gold fringe, and &
pearl necklaee. A hat of the same, with a hatband
of flowers, and the eyprus glittering with gold and
spangles; the hat turned up on one side, and
fastened with a red knot, and my diamond solitaire. .
These are still to he seen for a penny apiece, the
rest of my borrowed plumes being returned to the
right owners. I should have mentioned a haop
rationally small, and a black mask. But the chain
#f wy thoughts has been grievously interrupted by

¥arious
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varions country employments that have caiied me

away in we midst of these important descriptions.
My mother thanks yoa for your kind thougats
about the liies; and indeed, to say truth, ber
window was much neglected after you went, and
had fewer supplies of flowers than any unmasque-
raded daughter would have provided for her. 1
am glad to find the town has not quite spoiled me,
but that 1 settle again to my country employments
with as high a taste as ever; yet but two nights
before I left town I thought it impossible to sup
before eleven. The Bishop of Gloucester comes
to us to-morrow for a week. You may imagine us
all as happy as you please, enjoying his company
in this charming place, with all the leisure and
quiet I have been sighing for all the winter. I have
just been reading some curious discourses by a
famous Abbate Salvini, in which a doubt is moved,
if Pallas were to marry, who she should chuser—
and this man (to be sure you correspanded with him
as well as poor Mons. Barretier) has married her
to—~who do you think? even to Captain Mars.
Alas, for poor Apollo and all his humble votaries !
The more I read Tom Jones, the more I detest
him, and admire Clarissa Harlowe—yét there are
in it things that must touch and please every good
heart, and probe to the quick many a bad one,
' § o and

-
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and humour that it is impossible not to laugh at,
Adieu! )

Mgzs, CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT.
Deal, June 20, 1749.

Have you concluded, dear Miss Talbot,
that I was run away, or that I had determined to-
translate all Epictetus before .I seat you any.
Alas! the scraps enclosed will prove how idle I
have been; but I have been ill, and this is about
the time of year my mother makes her round of
visits, which serve for the rest of the year. She
sets out about thiee, and.remains fixt to one chair
till sunset. Itis not, -hpowever, expected for me
to hold out the whole' &ime. I should certainly
conclude I had lost the power of motion, . and
fancy myself bedridden. . Are you blest in Oxford-
shire with 8 warmer climate than we arer At Deal
we absolutely freeze, and sunshine skies and green
trees affect one no more than they would by seeing
them at Christmas in a picture. 1 was delighted
with the description. of your dress, and heartily
wish I had seen you in it; but mistake me not, ’tis
you and not the dress I would have seea.

’ Iam
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T am at present so extremely indolent (an evil
that will encrease and not diminish) that.if my
very fantome could be brought by much wishing,
., 'tis ten to one whether I might have the heart to
bestow it, which is saying a great deal, if you had
an idea what sort of an object this same fantome
is, which you certainly have not, by your rallying
me s0 about a Captain. A plume and a cockade
never once entered into his composition, and to any
of the Captains of this world, who have fallen in
my way, he bears not the least resemblance. You
would certainly have been much nearer the figure
of my fancy, if, instead of a blustering hero, you
had represented him as gentle and elegant as Mrs.
Rowe's Philocles *, and, whatever you may think
of it, almost as serious toe, But now I have men-
tioned heroes, and in no very civil fashion, ’tis but
just T should retract my epithet in favour of one
with whom I am greatly delighted, who is no other
than Eumenes. "There is something so amiably
modest and quiet in his character, so very unlike
the character of tragedy heroes, that if it were only
o his account I should be a little disposed te
quarrel with yoy for calling Merope a bad play.
The author, to be sure, has been guilty of one es-
sential fault i not assigning this gentle yonth to

# Sce her ¢ Six Letters from Laura to Aurelia.”

somg




315

some such quiet, peaceable person as you or me,
ipstead of delivering hin up to the violent gentle-
woman, who was for * storming attention’s ear,”
My vanity is really not equal to the insolent coms
parison I have made, so I take shame to myself,
and ask your pardon.

I am sorry to find you so outrageous about poor
Tom Jones ;. he is no doubt an imperfect, butnot a
detestable character, with all that honesty, good-
nature, and generosity of temper. Though nobody
can admire Clarissa more than I do; yet with all
our partiality, I am afraid, it must be confessed,
that Fielding's book is the most natural representa~
-tion of what passes in the world, and of the bizarre-
ries which arise from the mixture of good and bad,
which makes up the composition of most folks.
Richardson has no doubt a very good hand at paint-
ing excellence, but there is a strange awkwardness
and extravagance in his vicious characters. To be
sure, poor man, he had read in a boak, or heard
some one say, there was such a thing in the world
as wickedness, but being totally ignorant in what
manner the said wickedness operates upon the
human heart, and what checks and restraints it
meets with to prevent its ever being perfectly uni-
form and gonsistent in any one character, he has
drawn such a monster, as I hope never existed in
prortal shape, for to the honour of human natuw‘i
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and the gracious Author of it, be it spoken, Clarissa
is an infinitely more imitable character, than Love-
lace, or the Harlowes.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.
I"iccadilly, Noo. 4, 1749, '

I ‘Am ashamed, dear Miss Carter, t
think how long ago your Letter is dated, but various
causes must plead my excuse. We have been s
fortnight in this noisy town, oh, how I wish for
you ; but possibly you are happier where you are,
for wherever you are, you must be surrounded with
friends, it is impossible to know and not to love and
esteem you more and more. Happy you doubtless
are at home, but happier would you be were you
to change it for a home, more properly your own,
with one well chosen ffiend for life; for though one
is’ apt to attach oneself fondly to scenes one has
been any time fixed in, yet.certainly that is. not the
kind of happiness intended for us, in this change-

. able state, where action, improvement, and a con-
tinual progress is our allotted part. In this our
short travelling day we should go as far, and take
in as great a variety of prospects, and diffuse ana'

goo
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good influence we may have as wide as we can.
The more connections we make here, the more
friends we shall have torejoice with hereafter in a
permanent state of felicity, looking back with them
to those perplexed scenes of human life, in which
we have assisted and comforted each other. Human
creatures are not like plants to grow only in one
spot, but flourish the better for every proper change
of place.

- ’Tis time I should talk to you about the kind
and obliging perseverance you exert for my sake.
I admire Epictetus more and more every day, and
this last chapter about storks® nests especially.
There is a nobleness in its simplicity very striking.
A superiority of thought, and.shortness of ex-
pression, that makes both my mother and me wish
for more. It is but fair to tell you we copy your
papers into a little book, so you need not return
them. I wish I could deserve half your goodness—
But the fig-tree must have time to grow good for
any thing. All I entreat is that you will not write
and make your head ach for our sakes.

Poor Lady Carpenter, at whose house I had the
satisfaction of meeting you, is in the deepest distress
and affliction, for the loss of a very good husband,
whom she tenderly loved. Inthat very room where

® See Book I. Ch, 28. Sect. 3.
we
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#re have seen her so happy, she now entxrely hves;
and passes many bitter days and nights. Her.
daughter never leaves her, and keeps up a frame
of mind that is truly admirable, the justest. mixture
of tender affection, and that cheerful spirit, thatis
so important a part of duty, and is necessary to the
very going on of life. What a stock of christian
fortitude ought persons to lay in early in life, that
they may not sink under its unavoidable evils, but
go on conquering, and rejoicing to the very end.
A very different temper this from stoical insensibi-
lity, but possessing all the advantages of which that
vainly boasts. I imagine before you receive this,
you will have received Mr. Upton’s Arrian from
my Lord.

I must tell you why the Prmcesss blrth-day is -
not kept on Monday, because it will give you a
new degree of respect, and affection for the King:
The 20th, it secms, was the day of the Queen’s
death, and he always consecrates it to her remem-
brance in the most serious, and affectionate manner.

, Dec. 5, 1749.
The French actors I believe are decamping.
Beggng pvardon of my dear countrymen, whom
even as a mob I love, and honour, I do not like
this savage selfish kind of inhospitable spirit among
our oommon people, any mere than I do the forei‘gtl

fopperies
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fopperies of our fine Paris haunters. But one is
good corrective for the other. ’

Lord Trentham is 134 a head to-day, and will
probably carry it. As this has been made such a
violent party affair I am glad it goes thus. Mr.
Justice Fielding has published a most excellent
charge, with which I am much pleased.

Voltaire has just published (at least it is just
come over) with his Semiramis, the foolishest,
idlest, coarsest critique upon Hamlet that ever
was* He seems not to have entered into the
meaning of any one scene. The only French book
I have of late been charmed with, is the Memoirs
of Racine, and his Letters published by his son;
in which he appears to have been a character su-
perior to all learning and poetry, one of thc most
amiable good men, religious, friendly, domestic,
public spirited; and his very weaknesses are to be
revered, though an over scrupulousness cramped
his genius, and tied him down too closely for some
years to mere domestic life. Have you seen this
pretty book?

® Voltaire reccived afterwards a sufficient correction for his
vanity from the elegant pen of Mrs. Montague, in her well
known Essay.

Mags,
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Mzs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
Deal, Dec. 16, 1749.

I po not wonder at any impertinence
'Voltaire can utter, after having affirmed that the
English have no genius for poetry. I have not scen
Racine’s Memoirs nor any other French book for
an age, except Telliamed, which seemed to me so
heavy, and obscure, that I could not read it
What sort of a performance is the second history
of Tom Jones? I do not know whether you may
think I am likely to profit much by Mrs. Phillips's ¥,
but my evenings next week are to be employed in
hearing it read Most people here give it a high
character.

Though I am generally on thc side of our gover-
nors, I at present heartily join with that venerable
public spirited body of people, the British mob;
and you must say a great many very handsome
things of Lord Trentham t, before I can agree with

. , you

* Probably the Memoirs of Con. Phillips; a book which
at that time made some noise, but which has long since sunk
into merited contempt. .

+ Afterward Marquis of Stafford; the famous contest here
alluded to between him and Sir George Vandeput is well

knowne
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you in being very glad of his election. We have
vices, and follies enough of our own, and thete is
no manner of need for this zealous encouragement
of their importation from foreign parts. The French
hurt us less by their arms, than by their fashions,
which serve only to fill the heads of our country-
men, and countrywomen, with idle expensive tri-
fling, and ‘lay their hearts open to corruption, in
*- order to support it.:

'Miss TALBOT o Mrs. CARTER.
London, Dec. 25, 1.749. o

I TaINk in your English zeal, you are,
my good Miss Carter, a little of the ancient savage.
Briton, and rather inhospitable in yout notions. I
am far from honouring Lord T. but as for French
plays, T confess could I have got over half a dozen
fears, I should have liked to have gone to them.
Why should every thing French go in the general
class of vices, and follies? Moliere, I fear, was a
much more decent, moral writer, than any comic

known. 'The popular cry against Lord Trentham principally
erose from the part which he had taken in supporting the
French players. “

VoL. I Y author
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.author we proud English can boast; and their pre-
sent run of comedies are of a kind as mstructive,
.and engaging as the Conscious Locers, without the
mixture which disgraces even that. .

. I know nething of the diversjous. of this great
town, save that I have beentplg, the first Thursday
night after the election, his. Grace the Duke of
Bedford ; or at least her Grace at her assembly, bad
a faro table, kept by a Frenchman. Now be as
angry at this, as ever you will, Belle Sauvage. But
you English woman, how do you come to talk such
excellent Italian? the most pure, the most classical,

the most elegant, the most faultless—I wish you
would come and teach me, for I hear great fame
of you.

The new Milton * is a pompous thing, without
béing I think a very fing one.  Prints to such a
poem seldom. answer one’s ideas, though one or
two of thege are-very well.  As for his life it pro-
vokes one. I would have all fine books drop down,
like the image of Diana from the Moon, without
having the mortification of knowing the infirmities
of the. author. As that cannot.be the case with
this .Letter, I must beg you to consider. only the
best side of, &c. . o

- ® Published by Dr, Newton, aftgrwards Bishep of Briste}.
Notwithstanding . Miss Talpot’s censure, that work has.gane
through a great many edmons, and is still much esteemed.

. s .. Mg,
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Mgs. CARTER* o ans TALBOT
Deal Jan. 1, 1750,

I an alittle ashamed of the savage figure
1 make in your Letter, and yet I know not well in
this respect how to civilize myself. Our great
. people ‘break through all the $acred authority of
law, and seem to lose all sense of what is serious
and decent in pursuit of French diversions, and
are surrounded by French taylors, French valets,
French dancing masters, and French cooks, while
many of ‘their unhappy countrymen are :starving
for want of employment. Our fine ladies disgrace
the * human shape divine,” and become helpless
to themselves, and troublesome to all the world
besides, with French hoops, and run into an inde-
cent extravagance of dress,” inconsistent with all
rules of sober appearance, and good cecbnomy.
Little people always follow the example of their
superiors, and we { misses in the country have our

. ® Part of this and several other Letters was printed in the
‘Memoirs of Mrs. Carter, relating to the-translation of Epictetus.
1+ Though Mrs. Carter seems modestly to include herself in
this phnhpplc against the vices and. follies both of. own and
‘country, it should be observed that she certainly never smug«
-gled ;- and probably newver paid much regard to French fashwns,
ar. French finery, at any time of her life,

Ye | heads
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heads equally turned with French fashions and
French foolcries, which makes us break the law,
and smuggle for the sake of getting French finery.
In return for an hundred mischiefs, I do not re-
collect any one French invention that has been of
any real benefit to this nation, and sp till you have
fairiy convinced me that French fashions are for the
good of my country, I shall not in any wise endea-
vour to rectify in myself the Spifi't_ of the true
original British crab.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgzss. CARTER.

London, Feb. 4, 1750.

. Havixe the agreeable prospect of an
andisturbed half hour, 1 am going withgwat plea-
‘sure, dear Miss Carter, to employ it in conversing
with you, and I am not sure after all, whether thesc
_sllent, and permanent conversations have not some
advantages, over the talkative ones we used to have
last year. At least I would endeavour like you to
make the best of every thing that caonot be
‘helped— )
* An ‘uninterrupted half hour——no, such a
Dblessing is not to be had in this execrable town.
R & 7
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* "Tis inconceivable how many vexatious little- jobs
break in opon one’s best hours; and disturb all their
serenity. Jumbles, blunders, hurries, messages —
well and what then? Were but the calm retreat:
secured in one’s own mind, had one a fortress built
there with walls of solid philosophy, and a com-
fortable easy chair, quilted pure and soft iwith ease
of temper, one should enjoy perfect quiet in’ the
midst of a hurricane. 1 mustreally get some glass
windows to my mind, that these swarms of mus~
quitos may be quite shut out, while I have only
the quiet amusement of speculating them through
the chrystal medium. This digression was occa-
sioned by a'very provoking jumble that called me
off from you and myself; but I am returned to
ask you, what you mean by saying you would not
leave the quiet life you now enjoy, for pomp, splen-
dour, and gaiety? If you mean that you would
not give up the exercise of domestic duties and
social affections, the delight of an improved under-
standing, your hours of thought and employment,
superior to the world, you are certainly much in
the right of it. But what is there in the engage-
ments of high and gay life, incompatible with these
more rational dispositions and employments, to a
mind in any tolerable degree firm in' good sense,
and good principles, and in any reasonable manner
secure of itselff The material difference isnot, as [

take
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take it, whether one does spend more or fewer hours
in studies (though noble and laudable, yet not
necessary), but whether one preserves the fit dispo-
sition to pursue them in every moment’s leisure.
Now a firm mind, and an easy temper, will make
the transition from high and pleasing, to common
and perplexing employments, without disturbance,
they will preserve all one’s thoughts and ideas in
such exact order, that be they ever so numerous;
ever so different, none shall interfere, Circum-
- stances. you know are all but externals, and the
jmmoveable self should be the same in all*.
Therefore Miss Carter at Paris, Miss Carter with
a ducal coronet on her coach, would be the same
domestic, affectionate, dutiful creature, the same
mn love of knowledge and retirement, in the constant
improvement of her mind, and in real supenonty
to the world, with Miss Carter at Deal in her
peaceful retirement.  She would, like a reasonable
woman, secure to herself, every day,' some hours
for recollection and improvement, and would as
highly enjoy every moment of leisure as she does
pow. And Miss Carter in a family of her own,
ordering her family affairs, surrounded by her sons
and daughters, drest in her plain work, fed . with

® It is not often that stoic philosophy has been adorned by
such elegance of expression, and by an illustration so af-
fectionate as well as just,

her
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her own plumb puddings, taught by her own care,
would be still as happy and as valuable a person
as either.

I believe there are many useful inventions and
real improvements for which we are obliged to the
French, but really I have not had time to recallect
them: only so far I am sure, that I find myself
much indebted to them for many excellent books,
This is a reason why, as citizens of the world, we
should love even French fotks, and judge with
candour of whatever they would introduce;, but I
- abominate French follies as much as the veriest
i'erjuice of you all can do. If France had not
much in it of rational delight, do you think Lord
Cornbury would spend -so much time there? Alas!
by that rule, Cornbury must, instead - of a most
charmmg, be a very undelightful place, for he has

greed to part with it for 70,000l to the Duke.of
Marlborough. I am a little heart-broken about
this, but upon the whole I believe xt was very right
and reasonable to be done.

I quite agree with you about good hours, and
- as much a quack as I am, I do believe exercise,
air, diet, good hours, and an easy mind, to be the
most sovereign medicines in the world. Adieu! &ec.

Miss
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Miss TALBOT 710 Mss. CARTER.
Piccadilly, Marck 9, 175(;.

ArTER a tedious time, dear Miss Carter,
I return your Epictetus with my Lord’s remarks.
1 have had them this fortnight, but really have not
had time to copy them till to-day. Oh this life of
endless dissipation! Between friendship, civility, a
due and necessary care of one’s health, and a very
moderate participation of the amusements in season,
day after day flies away, without affording perhaps
one hour in a week for reading, writing, or collected
thought. Thus (to use prctetus s admirable nie-
taphor) the whole piece of society is wove, Oh
that we were but purple enough to make a little
bright stripe by oneself! Well, but if one does but
contribute to the piece (sorry stuff though it be)
one’s own humble, undistinguished share,” and do’
not make it rowy, or cockly—May one not, ought
one not to be, well content? But the misfortune is
that I do cockle most prodigiously, and wear vastly
ill when the piece is so close struck shat I have not
the room to expand in, which I am used to and
need. Though the things we are’ engaged .in, be
ever so innocent (says an excellent author I was
veading last night) yet when they cause a perpetual
dissipa-
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dissipation, they must be wrong. Indeed I gote
few public places, and when I walk it is not in the
Mall, but merely to breathe this balmy air, and
rejoice in this continual sunshine. When I visit,
except sometimes a formal round, it is friends, and
valuable ones; many of them confined on some
account or other, and really wanting me; but by
some means or other my golden hours are all en-
grossed, and I cannot help feeling a perpetual dis-
satisfaction—feeling that'my little genius was not
made to take in so large a round, even of proper
and laudable engagements. Yet as the way of the
world is now, how c¢an one reserve those hours of
domestic leisure. that one should be every way the
happier, and the better for reserving? Would you
believe it, that my mind was 50 dissipated by a
week or two of jnnocent gaiety, and my spirits by
the return of perfect health grown so flippant and
lively, that I felt not the awful terrors of the second
shock on Tharsday, nor. could bring my mind to
any degree of seriousness, till the conversation of
wiser and stronger minds than mine, had yesterday
talked down its levity. I was when it happened in
% profound sleep, from which I was awaked by my
mother’s screaming dreadfully. Alarmed with the
thought of some more immediate home distress, the
~ trembling of the house was .over, before I could
collect my thoughts to attend to it. But though

there
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there are some such thoughtless giddy creatures as
I then was, and some there are who only amuse
themselves with betting on the different ferce of
the shocks, people in general seem a good deal
struck.—Yet how soon, alas, will they be ashamed
of, and disown, the transient seriousness, if (as
surely is much most probable) all should end harm-
lessly. And were it otherwise——Alas! for the
niany——But tolerably good minds ought to be
more serene and firm upon these great occasions.
Awfully, and collectedly calm, seriously cheerful,
trusting in Providence, and resigoed to it. . Alas!
was Lima—was poor Catanea*—more profligate
than this town is now? But

Soumise avec respect, a la volonté sainte,
Ic crains Dieu, chere Elise, et n’ai point d’autre crainte .

~ % The dreadful catastrophe of those two flourishing cities is

well known.
4+ Altered from Racine’s Athelic.

Miss
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‘Miss TALBOT 1o Mgrs. CARTER.
Piccadilly, dpril 3, 1730, ,

I HavE, my dear Miss Carter, been
spending three days out of town with a party, that,
by making me too happy for the time, exhausted all
the spirits I had, and left me as flat and insipid as
all high pleasures do. So ’tis neither Canterbury
ror Carshalton that will do—nothing external, as
Epictetus would say—The foundation of cheerful
. mness, and tranquillity, must be in a mind collected
in itself, and when one suffers that to be dissipated,
with vain envy one shall look on the stoical dye, to
which every situation is alike : and expeditions thus
delightful, prove Solomon’s old discovery of the
vanity and vexation of spirit, mixed up with every
enjoyment of this mortal life. Alas! to what pur-
pose do we live, filled with endless desires of ‘mend-
g every body and every thing around us—poor
self is forgot—The only person we could have any
real influence over: and so, the great reformer of
the age does not cven take care of One. These are
discouraging kind of reflections, that ought not
- perhaps to be indulged, but to day I am particularly
inclined to take such dissatisfying views of life,
“when, anxious to preserve it, young and old, happy

' 1 and
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#0d wretched, are all burrying out of town, onthe
dreadful, thouzh T trust idle expactation of some
fate impending over it to morrow and Thursday.
The gloom tiat hangs over this town, and will
hang over it for some days, induced me to return,
that my mother might not be left to encounter it
slone, while: I was gay and happy, as the most de-
lightful place and socicty could make me. °Tis
surely an idle gloom—the supposition of any body's
being able to fix a day for such awful events, is
strangely absurd ; but disbelieve it as much as one
will, a more than usual degree of scriousness will
sit upon one’s mind. There js a poor madman?®,
belonging to Lord Delawar’s regiment, who has
prophesicd a thousand shocking things, and to hear
them hawked about this morning almost chilled me;
there was something horrid in it, though the only
rea) horror belonging to it, is the pain it must give
to weak low-spirited people—That I may not sink

® The first of these earthquakes, the most severe that was
ever felt in London, happened on the 8th of February; the
second on the 8th of March; and this enthusiast prophesied
thut there would be a third on that day four wecks (the 5th of
April) which would destroy the whole of London and West-
minster,  The Editor’s mother was then in London, and used
to describe the terror and confusion which this prediction
causcd, much in the same manner as Miss Talbot bas done in
these Letters,

your's,
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your's, -by a Letter written at so ¢ritical a juncture,
4t shall not go till Friday.

I wish I eould give you a more satisfactory ac-
count of Mrs. Cockburn’s book*; it will not be
out this twelvemonth, and I am assured it will be
much benefited by the delay, as they are collecting
from all parts of .the world Letters and papers of
value. Poor Lord Dalkeith{, a man beloved by
all who knew him, is dead, after a two days’ illness,
and left a wife, such as in these days is not often
met with, excellent in every sense of the word';
their perfect happiness was sich as one delights to
sce any where, but I fear there are few instances
in high life of such virtuous domestic happiness as
theirs; she was gay at Cowrt on Sunday noon.
Her sister, poor Lady Mary Coke, has in him lost
by a third sudden stroke, the third of her best
friends, this sad: winter.-

¢ The spiders most attenuated thread,
Is cord, is cable, to the tender tyc
On human bliss: it breaks with every breeze.”

- ® It was published in the following year in two volumes oc-
tavo. '

.+ Son of the last, and father to the present Duke of Buc-
¢leugh. He married Caroline, eldest daughter of John, Duke
of Argyle; she was created Baroness Greenwich, and remnar-
ried to the Hon Charles Townshend

as e e

The
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: ' “April 5.

The Ides of March are come—but till they are
gone too, you shall not have this. On the pol-
troonery of a vile and wicked people! This poor
madman hath set about such analarm, that yester-
day the whole town was in hourly expectation of
destruction. The churches were full all the morm-
ing ; but at night the streets and open places were
crowded. Many messages came hither to enquire
where my Lord preached, and whether there were
not to be prayers in the church at eleven. Thou-
sands spent the night in Hyde Park, and Lincoln’s
Inn Fields. Those who did the least, sat up half
the night, except some very few. The moen, stars,
and aurora, were well contemplated—But there ¥
something frightful in such a general pamic. Once
(when the rebels were expected) this spirit of cow-
ardice, had not a gracious Providence interposed,
must have been very fatal to this town. "Tis griev-
ous to think ef the scenes of distress, among good,
though weak people, which last night was witness
to. All Sunday they were crying about, ke Bishop
of London’s prayer proper far all christian fami-
lies, against the earthquake that is to be on Thurs-
day morn. The King and Prince have done all
they eould to check this wildness of fear. I hope
it has now spent itself, but if it has, what grief to
think that minds so susceptible of strong impres-
sions,
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sions, should have been thus.affected, by such a
foolish cause, that they must be ashamed of it, and
perhaps of all serious and right impressions along
with it! So from the vilest credulity, we shall I
fear sec them running into an utter disregard of
every thing they ought to reverence and believe. I
was happy to learn from Mr. Wright that Miss

Pegay Carter has not suffered by these alarms.
One of my studies lately shas been Boileau.
There is an epitre of his against la mauvaise honte,
‘which has some noble lines in it, but has left so
very much of the subject untouched, and the sub-
ject is, in this age especially, so important, that I
‘wish I could see an Ode to Wisdom upon it; when
I say an Ode to Wisdom, I imitate the French
phrase, who to express an éxcellent joint of mutton,
call it, in their bills of fare, un rost beef de mouton.
Adieu. Dont you see I am got into better
-spirits? ‘The Bishop  of Oxford is so long in re-
turning you Epictetus, that you might really en
attendant improve upon Boileau, were it but in
half a dozen stanzas. My mother joins in the
request ; *tis the only bouquet you can send her by
the post. Drinking, Gaming, Irreligion, Idleness,
Extravagance, Impudence—all, all, in many un-
happy wretches, the product of false shame. After
- all, far be:it from e to put you to a second task;
Ll X<



336

s0 pray do not mind any thing I my, except the
assurance of my being, &c.

Mng. CARTER 10 Miss TALBOT.
Deal, April 28, 1750.

I BAVE, dear Miss Talbot, to thank you
for your Letter, which I have deferred something
the longer in hopes of being able to send you an
Ode, but to my utter mortification, I have found
such an Ode full as impracticable a task as if you
had enjoined me to fall in love and write pastorals.
But as I cannot with any tranquillity bear giving up
a task set me by Mrs. and Miss Talbot, some time
or other another trial must be made, if it be in utte
defiance of genius and poetry.

The relation you were so good as to give me of
the utter and strange consternation that people have
been in from a lunatic prediction, is such a one as
I could not receive from ‘any one but yourself, and
I am extremely obliged to you for it. - What an
amazing quantity of credulity is there in the world'
A bottle conJuret , @ madman, any thing byt the

* This celebrated imposition on the publig credulity o
curred in January 1749, the preceding year.
true

L~
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true and rational objects of belief, are sure to be
swallowed without the least examination. No doubt
there are a great many of the runaways that deserve
great - compassion ; ignorance and wegk spirits are -
pitiable cases, but that those who have no such ex-

cuses should imagine it was in the power of any

mortal to fix a day for the destruction of a city by

an earthquake, seems strangely unaccountable, but

from such principles as one is grieved to think on.

Your venturing yourself in the midst of this ge-

neral consternation, was acting suitable to your

character, and in the way which, when I heard of
the universal preparation for flight, I pleased my-

self with knowing you would act. There is an in-

expressible delight, in seasons when one hears that

all the world is running mad, to reflect upon cer-

tain characters who one feels assured will preserve

their senses, and behave in a proper and becoming

manner.

1 have been much engaged lately with some
friends of Mrs. Dorby's; to be sure it is a good
thing to be put out of one’s own way sometimes,
and these visits truly have cost me many a discon-
certed trial. I never could divest myself of my
idiot look, and having been for some time disused
to forms and ceremonies, ’tis rather worse, and 1
appear like a wild thing just caught; and yet, bating -
that I am a goose, they seemed to be good-hu-

VOL. I. Z moured
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moured sociable people, notwithstanding a vast
dcal of French and finery. In the midst of all
these little foolish flutters, I bless myself at being
born in a situation which so very seldom éxposes
me to them.. "Tis perhaps a trifling circumstance,

but trifling circumstances heartily applied go a good

way towards making up the sum of one’s happi-
nesses. As contented, however, as I may be with
iy manner of life, other people de not seem to
think it a life to be contented with. A good old
gentleman, to whom I am gx‘éatly indebted, has
proposed a great variety of schemés to me, whieh,
for ought I know, may be very advantageous, but
have no attractions for me. To give up one’s ease
and liberty, and be under perpetual restraint, for
" the sake of wearing a finér gown, eating a greater
variety of dishes, or seeing more company and
fewer friends, appears to me a very strange scheme.
I have shewed these proposals to my father, and he
is so good as to leave me to my own choice, which
is the very situation in which I am. People who
liave neithéer ambition nor avariee are little troubled
with unreal wants, and nothing else is a temptation
to voluntary dependance. Whén"I was in thé
world, its employments, or perhaps amusements,
always had their attractions for me, as well as the
more quiet life I now lead in retirement. But I
am a trifler, and trifles were admirably well adaptéd
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to me; the world and 1 were upon very good
terms. But this is no reason you should be sq
who can find nothitg in its whole system of baga:
telles capable of fixing ideas like your’s. You are
much too wise-not to be happy, but to be at all
egayée by the flutter which so agreeably engages
those, who, to be kept in .good-humour, must be
diverted.  As truly admirable as such a state of
mind is, 88 seems to need very little external aid
to ‘contribute to its entertainment, its refinement
may be sometimes ‘carried too far; it may regard
with rather too great a-degree of dissatisfaction and
contempt the amusements of which it perceives no
want in itself, and may, from the right use it makes
of its own pewers, be tdo apt to expect, and dis-
appointed nét to find, in the generality of mankind,
that striet exercise-of reason, which can belong but
to a very few; and great benevolence renders that
‘disappointment se peinful, - that it often. too much
inclines those who are best-qualified -for the.amend-
ment of society to run away from it. After all,
the men and women of this world must have their
rattles and their playthings, and the only way by
which people of superior talents can hope to make
them wiser and better, is by condescending to play
with them. Remember that Socrates and Plato
frequented all the routs, visiting rooms, and raree-
= z2 shows
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shows in Athens, or they would never have gained -

so many proselytes to virtue.

‘One would think, by the comfortable. domestic

scenes into which you introduce me, that you had
Lovelace’s tombstone in your eye. One part of
your description I can answer, for children I have,
and though I say it, who should not say it, four as
fine children as need be desired. They are not in-
deed fed with my own plumb-pudding, because I
bave not any to give them ; but as far as they have
any appetite for the slender diet of learning, all I
hawve in the world is much at their service.
. In an incensiderate hour I borrowed Mariana’s
‘History of Spain, which consists of more volumes
than I had courage to-tell, or shall probably get
through before I wear spectacles. I believe be
would have been a very semsible writer if he had
not been a papist; but ’tis surprising into what ri-
diculous stories the prejudices of bigotry and su-
perstition often lead him, Adieu, &c.

st"l
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Miss TALBOT 1o Mes. CARTER.
Piccadilly, 4pril 28, 1750,

I uavE got such an odd whim in my
head, dear Miss Carter, that whatever odd ques-.
tions I ask, you must not be surprized. Are you
well and in spirits? Might you, could you, would
you come to Canterbury, only for a day or two,
on Tyesday, May 8th? Whatis the best inn at.
Canterbury? What sort of road is it from there to
Dover? How far from Dover to Deal? and what, .
sort of road? and from Deal to Canterbury? I.
must have a plain direct answer to all my odd
questions, and that too by the very next post,

. But after all, it is not fair to put you into so vio-
lcnt a puzzle about nothing, so trusting to your dis-
cretion, I will tell. .you the whole scheme, and own
falrly what is the fear that made my first page so_
mysterious. You must know that the Bishop of
Oxford has long been so good as to talk of carry-
ing me to see one of those great objeets in nature
. which one ought certainly not to be unacquainted
with, the sea. Portsmouth was a place named,
but let the view from Post Down be never so fine,
I must confess, when the determination was left to

me, I could not help determining, that the plea-
* santest
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santest view of it must needs be some place in the
neighbourhood of Deal. Our scheme therefore is,
to set out on Monday, May the 7th, for Rochester,
and be met by you at the best inn in Canterbury
on Tuesday evening; on Wednesday we propose
to visit Dover and Dover Cliffs. From thence on
Thursday to dine at Deal, and carry you back to
* Canterbury, if you have no objection, and on Friday
back to Rochester. The Monday following I go
th Wrest with Lady Grey, and on Wednesday
ge’'nnight after I hope we shall set out for the
summer to Cuddesden. Pray did you ever see such
a pretty riest of schemes? However, this is not so
bad as scheming for years, likc the wise ones of
this werld, whose wisdom is so often cut short.
But our Canterbury party may, and must be
Kindered, if you are not so discreet towards your
6éwn family, and so frank to us, as to prevent our
being any trouble to them, which is the only thing
we are apprehensive of. I know all the civil things
that are said on such occasions, but the truth is,
we had much rather lodge at an inn than at any
friend's house, *Tis much less hurry and bustle to
them and to onéself in such parties as this, and
therefore you must be so kind as to tell me how, in
our own way, our scheme can be best managed,
with least hurry, least embarras, and fewest fears.
I may have your answer on-Wednesday; and if

this
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this. can be any perplexity or inconvepignce to ypu,,

tell me so fairly, and we will go to Portsmouth this.

time. Butif you encourage us to come tq Canter-.
bury, consider whether you have any commands., ,
we can execute, or any parcels we cpn bring. I

hOpe you ace fond of zhe Ramblen

Mss. CARTER 70 Miss TALBOT..
" Deal, April 30, 1750

To be sure, hke Sir Payl in the phy,
do not know whether [ * fly upon the ground or
walk in the air,” L.am go transported, dear Miss
Talbot, with your few odd questions, to which I will
most joyfully give you the hest answers in my powers
1a the first place, I.will jnfallibly,:if I live.and
prosper, meet-you-on Toesday, May the 8th, aj
the King’s Head (the post-house) in Canterbury,
The road from thefié to Dover I never travelled,
but my brother assures me ’tis a very good one.
The inn to which all strangers go there is the Skip.
From Dover to Deal is eight miles, a good road,
excepting the hill, which may be walked up, and
- there is a beautiful romantic prospect from the top
of

N
Y 4
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of it. TFrom Deal to Canterbury is sixteen miles, 8
most excellent road.

Indeed I will be prodigiously good and discreet,
and will take care as much as pessible that your
scheme may be perfectly in your own way. I will
not proclaim it all over Canterbury, that my lord
will be there on Tuesday, in order to have him
way-lald by Deans, Prebendaries, and Archdeacons, -
and exposed to an hundred oppositions to his ar-
riving quietly at the King's Head. Moreover, I
will be. extremely peaceable, and not put my own
family in any kind of uproar, even at Deal ; ‘though
it would not be in my power to be so tractable if
my father was at home; but just before I received
your Eetter he was see out on his way to London,
which I am very sorry for, -and so will he,

I am infinitely obliged to you for preferring the
view of the sea from Deal beach to that from Post
Down. ¥ have no commissions, no pacquets, nor
think of any thing at present but the pleasure of
travelling with you over the face of ‘this country.

L
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Miss TALBOT 710 Mrs. CARTER.
. London, Bluy 14, 1750, ‘

After such a week as the last, to whose
pleasantness dear Miss Carter so much and so
kindly contributed, it would be unpardonable no$
‘to write you a line at least of thanks, and to tell
you how happily we have got to the end of our
little expedition, and how well we are after it.
What way shall Ifind to express in three words
the pleasure the last week has given us all. How
much I like,. love, and value all your friends, chil-
dren, and relations! how much obliged we are for
letting us see so many of them! What sort of a
walk had you home? How do you and Captain
Carter do, after all the trouble and fatigue we gave
you both? Dr. Carter Jooked weary when we meg
him ; I hope he is not the worse for his journey.

How I could dwell on the beauties of your fa-
vourite country, €ven more pleasing on a second
view than on a first. Then when I come to talk of
Greenwich—Did- you ever see it? It was quite a
new world to me,‘and a very charming 6ne. Only
on the top of a most inaceessible hill in the park,
just as ‘we were arrived at a view that we had long
been aiming at, 4 violent clep of thunder burst

CL over
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over our heads. My mother set to running like
lightening down the steepest path, and thankful
I am we all got §afe to the bottom. My lord then
got up with' her, and took hold of her arm, but
he avers thet she hurried him along as easily as a
l?rge ahjp tows a ljttle hoat,

- ) i ' ) i .
. Mrs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
: Deal, May 21, 1750,

: , How ahall I suﬁlcnently thank you, dear
M;sg Talbot, for the pleasure your - expedmon inte
Kent has. given me? You can have no idea of the
kind. of happiness, 1 have felt at seeing you at
8 place, where [ 1ma,,1ned myself out of the
geach of every fru;nd and acgquaintance I had in
the world, beyond the distance of twenty miles.
You were very good in letting me know yoy got safe
and well to your journey’s end, gnd I please my-
sclf with-thinking on the hopourable meption Mrs,
Talbot will make of our Kentish roads. ,

. 1 had heped to have spent the remaipder of
Friday very agreeably, talking about those with
whom I hed been so very happy for some days;

ot Mrp. Talhot js % geod af diagnastics. as Dr,
" Ratcliffe,

-
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Ratcliffe, and knew the state of my.-head better
than I did, for when she mentioned it I only per+
ceived a leaviness, but very soon after it grew
quite outrageous, and instead of spending the even+
ing at Dr. Lynch’s, I was drove to bed by such an
impertinent fever as would not even let me- think
of you, at least you could only find a place .among
Dr. Watts’ group of “ green dragons, bears; sod
ghosts.” I had a most formidable: idés of being
sick in a land overrun with physicians, and not
like Deal flowing with ‘tar-water, Mrs. Hall's
good and kind nursing soon set me right; and
on Thursday I came home, whers I found that
you had won the hearts of all wha had had the
happiness of seeing you. Adwn for. the pre-s
sent. ‘ .o

Miss TALBOT TO Mn.a CA.RTER.
Cuddesden, May 28, 1750

Taais is to thank you, dear Miss Carter,
and to tell you how sincerely I have been grieved
about your fever, which 1 fear we hurried you: WD;.

but rejoice you are well again.
$ L i"I’he
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* The Vision is much approved with its present
preface, and will make an excellent Rambler*,
only it is wished there were something added.
‘Being writ with the sole intention of raising de-
pressed spirits into cheerful gratitude, wrong-headed
people may draw inferences from it favourable to
a life of mere amusement and good-humour; there-
fore now that it is intended for general use, some-
thing should be mentioned of the serious and
active'duties of life, and its-proper restraints, and
a caution given, lest by tao entjrely attending to
the duty of enjoying a beautiful warld,: people
should neglect the government and improvement of
the heart, and miss the happinese.that_is intended
them. The poem on Melancholy 1, with:.a Greek
motto, is also wished to be sent to the Rambler.

I had much talk about you. this morning with
the Bishop of Gloucester, and was paming to him
Mr. Duncombe’s schemest He approves non¢
but that of some in the Prince’s-court. But this,
though I spoke of .it very:slightly, he seemetl much
pleased with; so mugh so, that T cannot help tells

# See No; 44 of that work. .

+ Written in 1739. Sge p. 369, quarto edmon

1 None of these schemes ever took place. Mrs. Carter had
an invincilile-dislike to the-confinement which must: have ats
tended such a situation, See her Letter on that subJec('

printed in her Memoirs, p. 124, quarto edition,

g
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ing you what be said. I thought it would be only
vexatious imprisonment, but he gssures me quiet
people may live there as quietly as they will, may
‘have an opportunity of doing good and gaining
interest, may be as much at liberty in town as they
wish, and see their friends in the country some-
times, and except some few stated times of at-
tendance, have time enough upon their hapds. If
this be so, it may be worth while to talk a little
more to Ms. D. and see what place he has in his
head for you.

You see the author of the Rambler need not bhe
put upon writing papers of amusement, as he takes
to it of himself; but he ought to be cautioned to
Admit the Letters of his Correspondents with much
care and choice, and if one might say so, not to

. to use over many hard words. This. must be said
with great care. In yesterday’s paper (a very

pretty one indeed) we had equi-ponderant, and

another 8o hard I cannot remember it, both in one

sentence. Your Vision and your Verses will do

more good than advice. However, when he writes

pepers of humour, there are many odd clubs, ad-
vertisements, societies, meetings, and devices of
various kinds, which this ‘age produces, and Lon-

don swarms' with what would afford as amusing

subjects as any in the Spectator. The Marrying
Reglster, the Threepenny Club ‘ip Es;ex-street, a

most
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most whiversal nursery of low infidel oratérs; the
Thréepenny Masquerades, numberless follies and
enormities. But these places should not be wri
about without most particular enquiries, easxly made
in London. -

I am much pleased with Mr. Cave’s * acoount
of the approbahon this excellent paper has met
with amongst some of the fme world. Any hint
that is known to ‘come from you will have grest
weiglht with the Rambler, if I guess hir right, par-
ticularly given in that delicate manner yau so well
understand.

~ Mzs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
b . Deal, July 18, 1750: -

o .I"‘ - I OUGHT, ‘dear Miss Talbot, before this
10 ‘bave - acknowledged the. favour of you Letter,
but want of tune _must plead my excuse, a com
-plamt I was never so sensible of as in this last
.tweivemonth My children keep me in pretty
constant employ till three oclock, and this ﬁne

* The celebrated bookseller Heﬁrst lntmduced Dr John'
. ;on and Mrs, Carter to eacht other.

weather
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weather we usually form some party for the afté®
noon. You cannot imagine what odd, good-hu-
moured sociablé kind of things these parties of
ours are, which give us$ a very compléte enjoyment
of this charming country, as most of us are good
walkers, and have no objection to the full blaze of -
July. However, therc is always a ‘led ¢hariot, to
which no mortal is constant but Mr. Bérton, who
is too fat and too lazy ever to walk, ‘and too good=
naturcd not to suffer very quietly the being squeezed
to death as often as any of the company happen
to grow weary, whom he takes up by twos and
threes, and as soon as they are tired, takes up a
new succession. We generally drink tca in some
village or at a loné€ farin-house, and by this method
- of rambling discover a thousand beauties which
would be unobserved in a more regular scheme.
Our last expedition was of a different kind, by
water to the Isle of Thanet; a way of travelling
to which it would have been difficult to séduce Mrs.
Burton or me, if we had not been flattered with
the promise of rowing close by the "shore; but to
the great dejection of our hearts, ifnot of our faces,
the sailors urged so many good reasons for driving us
into the main sea as there was no resisting. How-
ever, the day was -very pléasant, for our good
genius raised such a wind while we were &t Rams-
gate as reudered it too imprudent to return by the
way
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way we came. As nobody had been so lucky a3
to think of putting Mr. Burton’s chariot and horses
into the boat, there was a good deal of comical
distress about getting home, as eleven miles were
rather too far at once for most of the company.
At length we got a coach and chaise to convey them
by sixes and sevens as far as Sandwich, and a
couple of guides to instruct me in the road on foot.
For four or five miles the path is along the edge
of the cliff, not quite so formidable and giddy as the
opposite one at Dover, but has the advantage of
a much finer view of the sea, for the prospect
takes in the whole extent between the two forelands.
The other side of the walk consists of corn-fields,
but the general look of the country, which is usu-
ally represented as very beautiful, disappointed
me; there is nothing of the riant, good-humoured,
sociable air that strikes one along the road from
Deal to Canterbury ; there was no appearance of a
village, and one scarcely sees a cottage. After
leaving the cliff the road is absolutely dreary and
uncomfortable, through low, flat lands, covered
with a miserable, dirty-looking grass, which in
spring tides is all overflown by the sea. ~After two
miles trevelling through this wretched waste I was
very glad to rejoin my companions, and we all
walked home together. o

Mls;
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Miss TALBOT 1o Mrs. CARTER.
Cuddesden, Sept. 28, 1750,

I aAm ashamed of myself, dear Miss

Carter, but my time goes at a suprizing tate, and
nothing seems to be done. A long ride sweeps
away all the morning, and then I prowl about the
garden. After this I determine, like Pyrrhus, to
sit down and enjoy myself, write, read;-and be
quiet. But then Anne Such-a-one has brought a
pound of spinning, there is a new brood of chickens
just hatched, Phillis is ill, powders must be weighed
out, or Shaw consulted ; Flora wants to talk to me;
Polly or Dicky are good children, and I must
gather a posie to reward them. Thus is unsteady
idleness blown out of its path by every breath. I
am convinced that this way of annihilating time is
very wrong, yetfrom day to day delay to amend;
but seriously I will set about it after we return
from the Oxford races; for I must think, that one’s
very irregularities ought to be regular, and that
the most broken hours ought to be formed into
a kind of scheme, for want of which one lives
sadly at random. Pray how do you like the life of
Lady Bustle’s family? 1 think that is a paper of
much humour, and there might be many more of
VOL. L Aa the
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the same sort in different ways. But what Mr. John-
son most excels in is the serious papers, that seem
to flow.from his heart, and from a hecart amiable
and delicate to a great degree. The second of
Euphelia is far-fetched-and unnatural.

Pray let me know that you are quite well. Such
people as you ought not to be ill-——so one is apt to
think, but all is ordered for the best and wisest
of purposes. However, if I eould write Latin I
should certainly end this as Tully does his, with
V. B. (is notit?) * as I cannot, let me only end
it with all manner of good wishes.

Cuddesden, Oct. 20, 1750,

_ I proyIseEp you an hour’s visit dear
Miss Carter, au premier jour, but in our present
state of packing, you must have it by five minutes
at a time, just to desire you will take care of your-

* Had Mrs. Carter answered this query, her accuracy
{which was such that she was seldom wrong when she gave an
opinior.) would have prevented the necessity of this_ note.
The Editor’s recollection fails him if V. B, does end Ci_éero’s,
Epistles; at least, often or usually. If it does, they are pro-
bably the initrals of Tite beatus or beatu)  live aud be happy.*
Farcwell. ) o .

gelf
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gelf “this -sharp weather. Exercise will to be
sure be necessary, and air of all cordials (but two,
a good consience and a good friend) the most so+
vereign, but you must with your rheumatism avoid
being pinched. As for us, we brave the frost and
winds, and ride over the hills every morning,
which I do not without moralizing much on the
half hour’s severe aching of one’s fingers at first
setting out, which insensibly wears off, and leaves
one rejoicing in the benefits of exercise and the
glories of sunshine, purchased by this little transis
tory hardship at first. And this finger-ache of
life will be well over with a little paticnce, and
bring us into such a sunshine as the Archbishop
of Cambray describes in his Elysian fields.
Hitherto indeed my path has been almost all sunny
and flowery, scarce a shade to chequer it.—How
many things there are, considering the frame of
our nature, and the numberless errors it is lable
to on every side, one does not dare or sufter one’s
thoughts to run out upon at all. It would be in-
gratitude not to think often, and thankfully ac-
knowledge, how happy I am, and have always
been.. But to presume on a continuance of such
happiness, how dangerous! To look forward to.
melancholy changes of the scene, how gloomy,
how distrustful! Yet what am I that my lot should
be such as it is? Do not answer that question; for

Aag you
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you are partial fo me, much too partial. All we
have to do is to take as true a view of the present
as we can, and cheerfully trust Providence with
the future, endeavouring to have our minds pre-
pared for all events and situations. You will
think I am in a mighty reasoning, speculative
humour, and so I am. My morning walking book
has been lately the second volume of Dr. Hartley *.
There are among the few things I have been able
to understand in it some most excellent, some in
which with greatly straining my eyes I can just
have a distant glimpse of some very noble and
engaging truth, but am ready most joyfully to
turn them on objects nearer and more distinct;
and consider with pleasure, that however usefal
these fine boundless views and lofty speculations
are to raise and enlarge the mind, still all that
essentially regards our duty and our happiness lies
nearer home, is plain and practical. That the
great truths we are most concerned in are so
familiarised, so brought down to the level of hu-
man capacities, ‘is a thought that fills me with the
utmost thankfulness, when my mind has been be-
wildering itself in difficult subjects; an exercise

-# A very good man, but reckoned an.obscure writer
Perhaps Miss Talbot was alluding to his Freatisc on the Mil.
lennium.

" indeed
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indeed that I do not often give it, and when I do;
barely (as I walk up a hill before breakfast) ta keep
it in breath. :

Lady Mary Gregory has- been at Qxford all
this year. You can have no notion what a high
idea and esteem she has for you. The Rambler is
to me very entertaining. The Letter from MTr.
Frolick has a strain of humour, and the last from
Rhodoclea will, if he makes use of it, give him
an excellent opportunity to introduce humourous
descriptions of, and reflections on, the London
follies and diversions, of which she may be sup-
posed to write him the sentiments of her full heart,
sometimes rejoiced, sometimes mortified and dis-
appoited. Then another should write: by way of
rontrast, who voluntarily spends her’s or his in the
country, ratienally enjoys it, describes its frosty
prospeets, land or sea, its Christmas mirth, joy,
and hospitality. Mr. Johnson wowld, 1 fear, be
moartified to hear that people know a paper of his
own by the sure mark of somewhat a little exces-
sive, a little exaggerated in the expression. Ip
his Screech Owl * were so many mwerchants dis-
couraged, so many ladies killed, matches broke,
poets dismayed! The nuinbers are too large. Two
or three—five or six, is enough in all conscience

* See Rampler, No. 59, )
. ix}
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in most cases. °Tis else like the Jewish way of
speaking, who to express a man’s being rich, say
he has 800 ships at sea, and 800 cities on the
land. Pray how do you like Pindar? The Greek
one I mean, I like the English one vastly; but
fear they are far different. Adieu!

Mgzs. CARTER 1o Miss TALBOT.
‘ Deal, Oct. 26, 1750.

Pray dear Miss Talbot, what is this
platonic heresy of which you accuse me? I expect
to hear it proved more clearly than thet annibi-
lation - of time of which you accuse yourself, a
gharge which though you wrote it, is one of the
most completely absurd things I ever read, and
set me a staring for half an hour to find out the
meaning, when after all I could not discover any
one article in the whole description,’ that a person
of plain understanding could twist or torture to
such a perverse interpretation as you put upon it
"The spirit of controversy seems to be at. present in
me, and I am determined with a laudable firmness
to vindicate the only character you ever take it
: into
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mto your ‘Head to treat unJustlv  Tirst then, that’
same ride ahd walk in the garden, of ‘which you
express yourself in such discontented fashion, as,
sweepmw away the whole of the morning, I deem
ho other than a necessary ncans for a chccrful en-
joyment of the rest ‘of the day. Of all considei-
ations, next to a good conscience, surely health is
the most important, as it is the sine qua non (if
you talk absurdities I will talk Latin) not only of
every comfort, but of all the active duties of lifc.
Then in attendance upon Polly, and Ilora, and
Phillis. To make any thing of this (,hm ae, oné
could not help at thé first view suspcctmg you had
‘given your niind over to playing with kittens, but
secing that you have assigned them 'such cinploy-
ments ‘and characters as exceed the capacity of
any kit_benis that occur in history, one is at last
obliged to conclude that they are human creatures.
Now is there any one person in the world, except
the injured one I am defending, whom you would
have stigmatized with the title of unsteady idleness,
for an attention to the virtue, the health, and the
happiness of the more helpless part of mankind?
In any other case you would have allowed such an
employment to have been a very profitable, and very
noble use of time, and would have agrced that
the deepest theories, and most sublime contempla-
tions, -have not half the merit of that active social

virtue
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virtue that generously exerts itself for the good of
others. I should be glad to see the plan of that
reform in the management of time that you seem
o think so necessary, though I am inclined to
believe that after all your researches, it will be very
difficult to find a more laudable scheme than that
which you treat with such a severity of censure
and reproach.

There are indeed some things upon which one
does not dare suffer one’s thoughts to run out, nor
does it seem at all necessary they should. Philo-
sophers indeed, and I believe some divines teach
us that to take a view of the worst alterations that
may happen in our circumstances, is a means to
bear them with the greater calmpess; but I am
inclined to think that real misfortunes when they do
come to pass, are not rendered at all the lighter
from pepple having tormented themselves by thinking
on them a considerable time beforehand, and damped
every cheerful enjoyment of present blessings by
looking forward to their loss. To keep the mind
under an habitual dependance upon Providencs,
and a proper sense of the duty of submission and
resignation in general ‘seems to be qu}te sufficient,
without exercising the thoughts in paipful foretastes
of any particular trial to which ong may be prabably
exposed. With regard to our happiness in this
world, the more clossly qur thoughts are gonfined

ta
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to the present day, the better *; whenever they are
sent out o wander too far beyond it, the mind i
soon lost and confused in the darkness and varioty
of human events, and distracted by the tumult of
hopes and fears.. Nor is there any point of the
future in which it can quigtly and securely reposq,
unless it passes- by all the hurry and perturbation
of time, and extends its views at once to eternity.

MISB TALBOT ro Mas. CAB.TER.
Pnccadllly, Nov. 26, 1750.

I was growing a little uneasy about you,
dear Miss Carter, before your Letter came, but I
am rejoiced to find that both Dr. Carter and yourself
are better, you have all our best wuhes for a speedv
recovery. :

Do not imagine I have been 50 vain as to attempt
'q,nderstandmg half Dr, .H'art,leys book, though J
- belicve it would be well- wosth -while if ane.could
A book I have picked up since I eame here, and

N t

& « Bufficient for the day is the kvil thereof” Matt. vi.
34.—In that book will be found the key to all Mrs. Carter’s
philosaphy.
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#m very much pleased with is Duncan Forbes's
Reflections on Incredulity. By the nobleness and
goodness of the sentiments, and the genteel elegance
of style (though not absolutely correct) it is calcu-
tated I think to do good among the fine folks. - Did
I téll you at Cuddesden we were reading Mr. West’s
Pindar *? 1t is, as he has made it, a most charm-
ing book, but they tell me he has translated it, as
you would have done, harmonizing, and embellish-
ing his original extremely I am now reading
Memou'es de la maison de Brandebourg par main
de Maitre. Supposed to be the King of Prussia’s,
writ with spirit, archuess, profligacy, and pedantry.
When I say profligacy, I mean that he speaks with
a monstrous slightness of the Reformation, the
persecution of the French protestants, and other
matters that deserve a very different -kind of
treatment {. '

® Gilbert West published his translation of Pindar in one
volume quarto, in the preceding year. It is perhaps to the
credit of the world, that notwithstanding the acknowledged
elegance and sufficient accuracy of this translation, he is more
known as the author of the celebrated “ Observatians on tbe
Resurrection,” pablishced two years before.

% The King of Prussia’s character is now better known, and
his coldness on these subjects has long ceased to excite any
surprize.

In
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* Ina list of the curiesities found in all these years
at Herculaneum, I find nothing extraordinary but
a silver roll, in an’'estui, writ all over with Greek
Letters, which the King of -Sicily has locked up
safe. And a pye that had. been in the oven 1000
years, .
I have been bnt at two public plaoes The
court ball on the 19th, where Miss Carpenter -
shone out in more beauty than ever, and .is more
in fashion. than ever. I rejoice in this extremely;
not as looking upon such fluttering -admiratien to
be of any real good ar any sort of advantage; but
as it proves that beauty supported by sweetness,
ingenuity, and goodness of character, will -always
be new, and always amiable, even in.the giddy
~ crowd. Nothing makes people tired of a fine face,
but &' want of something in the mind and character
to answer expectation, or- its being seen in ill chosen
company, or indeed its being seen always every
where in that idle flutteriog way, that makes half
the fine faces in England old and neglected ina
twelvemonth, -
- My dther amusement was going to see *“ Much
ado about Nothing,” which has always been one
of my favourite comedies, as surely a most excellent
vein of pleasantry runs through the whole. It was
incomiparably acted, and I know not when we have
spent so laughing an evening.  Of my studies at
present,
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“presenit, I can give you no very good account; not
that I think them in their way (and if one reads
them backwards like a witch’s prayer) unuseful
oncs. 1am deep in some beoks of French, Morale
Mondaine, which I should be glad to see burnt at
Tyburn. They are full of a systematical profligate-
ness, veiled with delicacy of expression, and a sort
of metaphysical refinement that must meke them
infinitely mischievous. Our bad books (our gressly
bad ones) which they are most eagerly translating
énd reading in France, the very worst of them will
only make.bad people worse, but theirs which we
read untranslatéd here, will make harmless people
bad. I am told that they are English-mad at Paris,
and that let ever so many English.or Irish set up
there to teach the language, they are overpowered
with the number of their scholars. They are to¢
as fond of our tabbies, stuffs, fans, and ribbends,
as ever we were of their gauzes and tinsel. .

AEEEILY.WK. To range these ning Letters
80 as to make six wards well spelt, is a fashionable
amusement; but do not I beseech you, employ
your own time and brains or any body’s else that
coild be better employed, in this idle puzzle. I
only sent it, because dull as I think this speeies of
ingenuity, I have known the ime when ope hes
been obliged to it, for helping off a heavy moment.

Mns.

-1
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Mgs. CARTER to Miss TALBOT.
Deal, Dec. 1, 1750. °

I nave, dear Mise Talbot, read a littlé
of Pindar, and perhaps should be ashamed to owny
he did not to me by any means answer the magnifi-
cent testimonies given him by other authors, and I
cannot help thinking it much to his credit that you
are reading Mr. West. One reason perhaps why
I-am not very fond of Pindar, may be, I. have very
little taste for horse races, and might perhaps have
been better pleased, if he had described the agility
of damsels running for a shift. Have you seen a
copy of verses on thunder and lightening in Feb.-44.
If not-I must send them you, for I am persuaded
they will delight you. I have just heard from a
person lately arrived from Portugal, that poor
Clarissa, to complete the sum of her misfortunes,
has been carried to Lisbon, ard put into the In.
quisition !

I have finished two more chapters of Epictetus,
and send them you by way of antidote. to your
Morale Mondaine! We have a book introduced
here, which I fancy, by Mrs. Burton’s account,
who is extremely scandalized at it, is of much the
same sort as that you mention, and is written by

1 the
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the Marquis d’Argens. One need not however be
afraid of it's doing any great mischief here. The
people of Deil content themselves with plain prac-
tical sins, and never trouble. their heads about spe-
culative refinements upon wickedness, so I believe
neither the Marquis d’Argens nor any other writers
of his class will do the least harm. Much harm
however they certainly do in the world, and I
beartily join in your wish that all such books were
publicly burat at Tyburn as teach people to be
wicked under a colour of argument and principle—
Now I am talking of books, I have upon the
strength of your recommendation ventured again to
look into Dr. Hartley; I was at first sufficiently
puzzled with wibrations, but wvibratiunculas are
beyond all mortal sufferance, and for any thing I
am likely to learn by this part of the book, it would
be as much to my profit to read the history of
Parismus and Parismenus, After all

Iu vain we search the wondrous cause to find
How mind on body, body acts on mind.

(with many more quotations and quotatiunculas
which might be alledged to the same purpose) and
all hopotheses about it seem equally perplexed and
ineffectual.  But however unsatlsfactory these kind
of systems may be, they are by no means to be

" treated
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treated .with contempt. They are the result of
great powers of understanding and strong habits of
thinking ; and an ingenious author who means weil,
is to be indulged in some few harmless whims, ad
it often happens (in a way which perhaps it may be
mmpossible for all vibrations and vibratiunculas in
the world to account -for) that obscure, and even
m themselves useless speculations, lead to the
discovery of evident and important truths. By the.
titles of some of Dr. Hartley’s chapters, .I promise
myself great pleasure in the more intelligible parts
of his works, and am determined in spite of all my
difficulties, if I have time, to persevere to the end
of it. Do you know any thing of Mrs. Cockburn’s
works? Or do you knéw any thing of a Mrs.
Charlotte Lennox, whais publishing by subserip-
tion? One or two of her poems were printed in the
tast Magazine. For the ‘edification of .some of my
_ young friends, we read -one of them on the artiof
coquetry, at which they were much scandalized-
The poetry is uncommonly correct, but the doctrine
indeed by no mesns to be admired. It is intolerably:
provoking. to see people who really appear to have
a genius, apply it to such idle unprofitable purposes.
I admire your serenity amidst the rains and winds
of November, with a warm coach over your head ;
but what do_ you think of wayfaring . people wha
gust trudge through a dirty world on foot #-+Why
they

N
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they cestainly ought to be very thankful they have
feet to walk on. 1 am become extremely valoreus,
and defy all kind of weather by the assistance of
what till this winter I used to look at with great
contempt, a long riding hood ; this is a great hami-
Jiation to my vanity, and I begin to be under some
sort of apprebhension that in another year I shall
want spectacles®. Be so good in your next to
explain the puzzle you sent me, for it is absolutely
beyond the reach of my capacity 'to find ‘out.

Miss TALBOT 1o Mgs. CARTER.
Piccadilly, Dec. 17, 1750.

HEere we are still, dear Miss Carter, and
I begin to have great hopes we shall' not remove
from this familiar bouse, and this sociable friendly.
quarter, till the primroses of April invite us to
Cuddesden. My Lord has ne successor yet
aamed , and if that successor should not perversely

\ ® She lived, however, to her 89th year without ever using

+ To the rectory of St. James, Piccadilly, which the Bishop
gesigned, together with his stall at Du-rlmn, for the -deanery
of Sio Paul’ S . - ) . .

set
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set his heart upon turning us out of doors directly,
it does really seem rational enough that we should
stay on a few months longer, especially as there is
a very happy reason that would make long jumbles
particularly unfit for Lady Grey, and that will
make one particularly wish to be nearher. You
will, I am sure, be much pleased with ‘the thoughts
of such a one as her bringing an heir to such a.
family. ’Tis a happiness which her calm and re-
signed temper never suffered her to be anxious
about, but surely there is a prospect of its being a
great one, since I think any children of her’s would
be educated in a very different way from the fine
folks of this world, and consequently be of more
~ use in it, and their beings more valuable. Alas!
how many come into the world for no purpose at
all, or indeed worse than none, only to be con-
temptible, wretched, and mischievous. There is
however, a little rising generatian-that [ contem-
plate with pleasure, as I know three or four excel-
lent mothers of future Dukes and Earls, that take
the most serious care of their large little families.
I spent yesterday evening with two young Coun-
tesses, and was delighted to hear them comparing
the tempers and capacities of their children, and
how they read their book, and said their catechisms.

Do not suspect me of having ever got so far in
Dr. Hartley as the wibrationunculettinettos ; 1 only
. VOL. I, Bh read
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read the most taking title pages; and in the second
velume I am sure you will find many things to be
charmed with, and many a hint that is big with in-
finite and noble meditations; but at the same time
you will find some so very liable to do mischief
‘among wrong headed, or wrong hearted people,
that you will not be sorry they are so bedged round
from common view with thorny and insuperable
difficulties. I mentioned this book rather as a
school of excellent thoughts than a complete thing
in itself, like'what the painters call a studio, a heap
of sketches, some of them very strange, that well
studied might produce the most admirable pieces.

Mr. Richardson has been so good as to call on
us twice. Pray send me in mere hints your idea
of the good and agreeable man, whom every body
wants him to draw, but he must resolutely refuse
to fight a duel—how then must he shew (without
romantic adventures, or a red coat, which must
not be neither) his fighting bravery? When I say
hints, I mean such as these—firm—goodnatured—
passionate—perverse mistress—friendly—&e. &c.
or as much more detaillé as you please.

Pray who and what is Miss Mulso*? She writes
very well, and corresponds with you and Mr.

" * Well known, and much respected afterwards under the
name of Mrs. Chapone. Her Letters have been published
lately,

Richardson.
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Richardson. -I honour her, and want to know °
more about her. I wish most violently you was in
town, for I have sct my whole heart upon the
success of the Rambler (what a noble paper his
last upon death) and you could talk more per-
suasively to the author than any body. Mr. Cave
complains of him for not admitting correspondents 3
this does mischief. In the main I think he is to be
applauded for it. But why then does he not write
now and then on the living manners of the times >—
The stage,—the follies and fashions. I had a long
battle about him t'other night. The people of the
* world who most want the improvement of such a
paper might convey to them, are all such perversi
egri fanciulli, that they must indeed have aspersi
di soavi liquore gl'orti del vaso, or they will never
drink down the cordial. If he could get Lord
Chesterfield * to write one small paper for him—
But I say all this with fear dnd trembling, for after
all he is the best judge of his own schemes.
Humour and the manners of the world are not
his fort. '

* Lord Chesterfield and Dr. Johnson were not likely to
have much friendly communication; Johnson’s admirable
Letter to him in answer to his recommendation of his diction-
ary is sufficiently known.

Do/
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Do not you rejoice in the public infamy of that
villainous forger Lauder *?

I do really now wish you would write a cheerful
paper to the Rambler. Whether on Christmas
merriment as laudable ; and the town madness, and
that of the age of continual joyless dissipation as
illaudable—or on the hoops of these days, com-
pared with those of the Tatlers, &c¢. and so on all
sorts of caps, bonnets, aigrettes, coloured capu-
chins, &c. &c. &c. on drums—on the improvement,

and misuse of the stage, and the French comedies

Jarmoyantes,—or on any thing or nothing.

Adieu! this is most unconscionably long, but it
must moreover carry you all our best wishes of a
cheerful Christmas and happy pew year, and many
of both to you and all your family.

® The discovery of Lauder’s forgery concerning the trans-
lation of Paradise Lost from the Latin, owing to the acute-
ness of the late Bishop Douglas. Johnson had in some degree
countenanced Lauder, but he was a man of prejudice; he
hated Milton’s political principles, and wished to degrade hig

pootry,

Mes.
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" Mas. CARTER 7o Miss TALBOT. .

. Deal, Dec. 28, 1750,

I crEATLY rejoice, dear Miss Talbot, to
find - you persevere in so ‘agresable .a- manner of
spending your time, and wish you perfect good
health and good spirits to enjoy a cheerful Christmas.
{. extremely honour your defence of the Rambier,
and beartily wish it was in my power to give. him
any assistance,. but you have much too high an
opinion-of .my capacity, as you will be convinced
Dby the nonsensical thing 1 enclose, merely to shew -
you that I had rather make an imperfect attempt
shan seem to decline making any at all,

- Did ‘T never tell you any thing -about Miss
Mulso? O but I will, for she seems to be a person

wotthy yeur ;inquiry. . Mr. Duncombe procured =

me .the pleasure of her acquaintance - during the
race week we were at Canterbury, and I found her
even more amiable than he had represented ; she
has an uncommon solidity and exactness of under-
standing, I was greatly charmed with her, and saw
her as often as I could in the short time I was in
LCanterbury. I have since received two Letters

VOLeIe iy . - € w7 - from



© 974

from her: and Mr. Duncombe has pmmi‘
shew me those she wrote to Mr. Richardson; he
very kindly often gives me accounts of the clever |
people that fall in his way. He is an ingenfous
gogdnatured man, and I love him so well, that ¥
cannat for the Jife of me help wishing he was so
hanpy as to be acquainted with you, for he has
quite an enthusiastic fondness for merit.

One cannot help rejoicing in the prospect of
such a character as Lady Grey's being perpetuated
beyond the present generation, the only view in
which the least solicitude about an heéir appears t4
be in dny degree reasonahle.—As to my hero, X
do not think it is possible for me tq think or say any
thing which Mr. Richardson, who thinks of more
things and says more about them than any body,
has not thought of before me; one distinguishing
part of his charaeter however must be an absolute
superiority. to false glory and false shame, the great
snare of virtue, a steady opposition to the false
maxims of the world in esseptial pomts, and a
perfectly goodmatured compliance in trifles. Adiew!
many many bappy new yeais to you.

END OF VOL. I,
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